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T'S all very well, George, being in 
the choir, but take care that you 
don't let yourself get spoilt by it. 
You're a good chap every one knows, but it's 
more than likely you'll be so for a very little 
longer if you go on as you are now." 

Both the speaker and the person spoken to 
were boys, with only two years' difference be- 
tween them. George Fielding was the elder, 
and about sixteen years of age ; Frank Mathews 
the younger. From early days had they been 
brought up together, they had shared the same 
care, the same school, the same parental love. 
They were cousins. George was an orphan; 
his mother had died at her brother-in-law's 



4 IN THE CHOIR, 

i 

house soon after her husband's death, and had 
left the boy entirely to his care. Mr. Mathews 
was not very wealthy. He might be termed a 
well-to-do farmer, and lived in the south of 
England. 

The parish in which Mr. Mathews' farm was 
situated was called Hursleydown, and Mr. 
Drewett was the vicar. The old church had 
been restored, and a very different service from 
that of former times was now held under its 
roof. In place of the high pews were open sit- 
tings, and instead of the single voice of the 
clerk a surpliced choir intoned the responses. 
Crammed to overflowing was the village church, 
and before the altar of the Lord each Sunday 
mom knelt a group of devout and earnest com- 
municants. Mr. Drewett had been placed upon 
a very unfruitful soil when first he was appointed 
to the living of Hursleydown. Church-going 
was regarded as a custom and not a duty. God 
was worshipped in form, but not in reality. 
The boys of the place disliked to attend church, 
the Sunday school had but a nominal existence, 
and the idea of being religious was contemned 
by eveiy one. We must cast no blame, ask no 
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questions upon how all this had been allowed 
to spring up. The Church of England has 
inactive as well as active servants, but God be 
thanked, the former are now rapidly decreasing, 
and she is becoming stronger, not weaker, and 
her services more loved, and more devout. 
Hursleydown had been many years in arriving 
at its present state ; and diligently had the vicar 
worked, laboriously had he toiled to bring it 
about. The lads of the place were changed, 
and it had been a pleasure to many to be en- 
rolled in the service of the church as choir-boys. 
They felt a new longing after holiness, a new 
desire springing up to be useful in two ways, to 
their God, and to their fellow-men. They were 
all in humble positions, but the poorest can vie, 
with the richest in acquiring that treasure which 
moth cannot cgrrupt or time destroy. 

George Fielding was a farm apprentice under 
his uncle, and though his work kept him from 
attending all the week-day services at the church, 
the Sunday found him arrayed in his white sur- 
plice at the head of the other boys. George 
was gifted with a great taste for music, and it was 
this that first brought him under Mr. Drewett's 
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notice^ who on further acquaintance found in 
the boy a deeper and more precious talent. 
Farmer Mathews was a middle-aged man; he 
had married rather late in life ; and he was one 
of those peculiar people who seem to carry 
through life their own ideas of right and wrong, 
however distorted they may be. He had been 
a church-goer at Hursleydown in the olden 
days, and he disliked what he called these inno- 
vations. He was however sensible enough to 
force his opinions on no one else ; now and then 
perchance, he broke out in some long tirade 
against Mr. Drewett, yet secretly he was a true 
firiend to the clergyman, though very antago- 
nistic to his principles. Frank and George from 
having been so long together were more like 
brothers, though thd former inherited all his 
father's peculiarities, and was therefore no com- 
panion to the latter in. what related to the 
Church or to irehgion. It was noticeable, Mrs. 
Mathews had observed to her husband, how 
George and Frank got on, " for they are always 
very affectionate, and yet they have not, I be- 
lieve, one idea in common." 
" Very likely, my dear," was the reply, " one 
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is manly, and the other is womanly. George 
is always after church, and our boy after sports, 
and games, and active pursuits." 

" I wish Frank followed George a little closer, 
it would do him no harm if he was a bit steadier.'' 

" Well, I think it would, so you see, my dear, 
there's just the rock on which we always split ; 
our Frank will not be any the less the man for 
not being so religious as George. In my eyes 
he's all the better." 

Mrs. Mathews made no reply. She was very 
fond of George, he was her only sister's child, 
and on her death-bed she had promised to love 
him as her own. She had done this to the 
present time, and she intended doing so until 
the end. She often felt slight uneasiness about 
Frank, not that he was absolutely bad or pos- 
sessed of any great faults, yet he was too gay and 
light-hearted sometimes, to make her mother's 
heart rejoice when she contrasted him with the 
steady-going ways of her nephew George. 

The two boys were working in the fields, 
when Fred uttered the speech with which our 
story begins. It was a lovely summer evening, 
and the coolness of the air made both the lads 
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feel fresh and bright. They had worked hard 
that day. It was harvest time, yet neither of 
them were afraid of toil. 

" So you think I shall get spoilt, old fellow ; 
I hope not ; though it will be very serious, won't 
it, if I do?" and George pretended to look grave 
as he spoke. 

Frank laughed at his expression of mock seri- 
ousness. " O you stupid fellow, you know well 
what I mean, you never have a single bit of fun 
when we come home from work, but if there's 
church, off you go ; or if there's not a service 
you are off to the village for some choir practice. 
I declare sometimes I think I shall cut your 
acquaintance. You've got no fun in you, and 
because I ain't like you in this, you're always 
shaking that old head at me." 

George laughed heartily at this speech, and 
certainly the speaker did not appear to be in 
earnest; he loved his cousin very deeply, though 
in very few things did he understand him. He 
was often taken to task by George, and the 
words spoken to him produced for a time an 
impression, as with a serious look he would say, 
"Well, old fellow, I'll try," but the "try" was 



AND OUT OF THE CHOIR. 9 

nearly always forgotten, and the good resolu- 
tions melted away before some more attractive 
object for his thoughts. Light-hearted, gay, and 
happy was Frank. His spirits were his chief 
temptation. It appeared hard to him to be 
serious. He was very good-tempered, but very 
frivolous. Nothing was he afraid of; although 
very susceptible to public opinion. If he could 
only have imbibed some of George's serious- 
ness, and George some of his gaiety, there would 
have been two very perfect representations of 
boyhood before us. George was sometimes far 
too serious in his demeanour. He gave Frank 
the opportunity of saying, " That to be religious 
he would have to look gloomy and sad, and he 
could not screw up his face to look like a 
parson's." 

It was one of the faults Mr. Drewett perceived 
in Geoige, and often did he warn him to strive 
and overcome it, as it was not so much the 
thing itself that he feared, as the effect it would 
produce on others. George's heart was really 
as gay as Frank's, but he could not openly show 
that it was so. He was very happy, though 
sometimes he desponded. He would relapse 
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into a state of gloominess without knowing it, 
and indulge in what his cousin called ''black 
fits." George knew that his great fault was the 
too ready way in which his thoughts flew into 
his face, and the slight control he had over his 
spirits. To think that religion makes boys or 
men gloomy is one of the most foolish of all 
thoughts; yet day after day this is whispered 
and believed. None but a godly man can know 
what is true happiness, though this must not be 
supposed to simply mean the state of youthful 
spirits that Frank Mathews enjoyed. Great 
exuberance of spirits is far too often the cause 
of mischief and unhappiness. 

" I know, Frank, I make you think I'm some- 
times unhappy. It isn't true, old fellow, so you 
must never fancy it is. Aunt calls it a fault I've 
got to fight against, and I must try more and 
conquer it." 

" Oh, you are game enough sometimes, but 
at others you are awfully gloomy, and you make 
me — ^well never mind, I can't stand a lecture 
to-night, and I should deserve one if I went on 
with what I was going to say." 

George caught hold of his arm ; he was in 
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good spirits to-night 'Tve half a mind to 
shake the wind out of you, Frank, for you are 
too bad I declare. I never lecture you." 

" Not lecture ? whew, says I, if you don't. I 
rather like it, George, though it has a fearful 
effect on my spirits." 

''Get along with you, with your nonsense. 
I'm going home; see, the men have abready 
gone from the fields. I'll race you to the gate, 
Frank." 

"Thank you for nothing, old boy. I know 
you are long-winded enough in two ways — ^but 
now be serious." 

" I ?" asked George, laughingly. " Why you 
said just now that I was always serious, didn't 
you?" 

" It would be a novelty if you weren't ! But 
tell me, where are you off to, when we get 
home ? I want to go and blow up that wasps' 
nest, and see if I can find where old Taylor 
told me the fox got into the chicken-house last 
night. The wretch carried off that fine turkey 
poult." 

"I promised Mr. Drewett to go up to the 
vicarage, the ehoir-boys are all coming up to 
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practise, and the schoolmaster also. We are 
to have a new anthem for next Smidaf after- 
noon." 

"Next Sunday afternoon, are you? Don't 
try your lungs, my dear boy, in running races 
now, for I suppose youll take what you call a 
first, ain't it? I'll come, perhaps, and hear it, 
if you behave yoursel£" 

" Of course you will." 

" Conceited fellow, why should I ? I've bene- 
fit enough of hymns without going to church. 
I hear you humming to yourself all day." 

" Easy, Frank." 

" Well, if s half the day then. It makes very 
little difference. The half's veiy nearly as much 
as the whole." 

" Half an apple as much as a whole. Hurrah ! 
I know what 111 do when next you ask for one 
of mine." 

Such was the conversation, and such the cha- 
racters of the boys before us. They were friends 
in every way excepting one, and that was on 
matters of religion. George had held his own 
and Frank his ideas on the subject. They had 
fought many argumentative battles, and neither 
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of them had won the other over to his views. 
Each now understood the other's peculiarities, 
and made way for them, though secretly George 
was working to win over his cousin to be a little 
more religious-minded. 

The practice went off that evening with more 
than usual success, and George was feeling very 
happy at the way in which he had mastered a 
rather difficult part of the anthem. Mr. Drewett 
was pleased, and praised the boys for the pains 
he saw that they had taken since the last time 
he had heard them sing it. The chants were 
then gone over and then hymns were practised 
for the ensuing Sunday. After the practice Mr. 
Drewett told George to stay behind. He often 
used this opportunity for having a friendly chat 
with the boys, and it had been some little time 
since he had invited George to talk with him. 

"The anthem goes very well, George, and 
you know your part perfectly. I wish we had a 
few men's voices to help us. They would form 
a good background for you boys. I suppose 
you don't know of any who would care to join ?" 
asked Mr. Drewett with a smile. 

"No, sir. I fear many of them wouldn't 
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care to do it. They laugh often at us for being 
in the choir." 

"Do they? What's their reason, do you 
think?" 

" They say that we shall be made unmanly by 
coming so much to church, sir. They don't see 
the fun of being obliged to be stuck up, as they 
call it, before all the congregation, and expected 
to look good." 

" I wonder what they mean by being expected 
to look good, George?" 

"Oh, wearing a surplice, and — " the boy 
stopped, as a thought crossed his mind about 
what had once been his own ideas on this " look- 
ing good," and he coloured as he looked at Mr. 
Drewett, and said, " I don't think I rightly know 
what they mean." 

" Why have you stopped, my boy, when you 
were just beginning to explain ? Don't be afraid 
to say what you think ; you have more oppor- 
tunity of hearing these things talked about than 
I have." 

" But I don't think I quite know myself, sir," 
and George grew redder than before. 

"Not know yourself? You say wearing a 
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surplice is one thing which in their eyes is un- 
manly. I wonder what is the other. If I try 
and imagine will you tell me if I am right?" 

George nodded his head. 

" Well then, I fancy men and boys think that 
belonging to a choir is unmanly, for two reasons, 
First, because as you say, they are what they 
term, * expected to look good,' and secondly, be- 
cause they think that God's service must interfere 
with the pleasures of life. To answer both these 
fears is easy. As regards * looking good,' I can 
only say that their being connected with no 
choir, does not excuse them from this. God 
not only requires men and boys to look good, 
but to be good, and those who disregard Him 
in this point will have to answer for it before His 
face at the last Day of Judgment. I fear, 
George, too many are influenced by this idea of 
looking good, and even those who profess to be 
good churchmen and churchwomen, allow them- 
selves to act a part when they do not feel it. 
If you choir-boys, Sunday after ■ Sunday, and 
week-day after week-day, come to God's house 
and sing His praises, and yet are only looking 
good outwardly, and not striving to be good 
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inwardly, believe me, you are playing a wicked, 
sinful part, for you are mocking your Creator. I 
cannot believe that any of you do this, but I say, 
if you did, it would be on your part an act of 
mockery and not worship that you offer. Every 
person must be aware of this in his heart. Ac- 
tions, George, are worth more than words, and 
examples more than precepts. If boys and men 
form part of a choir, they are naturally expected 
to be holy in their thoughts and to strive and 
love their God. They possess a much greater 
influence and have a more public example to set. 
Those around them must see in their daily lives 
the reflection of the prominent part they take in 
God's service. The angels carry your hymns 
and prayers to the throne of the Great King, 
and think you they will take from your lips 
mere words without heart? It is a very foolish 
thought also, to fancy that being religious des- 
troys the pleasures of life. It makes them more 
enjoyable, though it forbids our indulgence in 
pleasure that is sinful. Loving God helps men 
to understand as well as to enjoy the real worth 
of the harmless pleasures of this world. It 
intensifies and does not destroy them. I wish 
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you'd try and see if you could not persuade 
some more young fellows to join the choir : we 
have lost one or two of the boys lately, as you 
well know, by their going away for apprenticeship. 
You can answer their objections, cannot you, 
George, if they say what I have imagined ?*' 

" Yes, sir, I think I could, though I always 
feel my words stick fast when I get to talk about 
these matters. They tell me that I myself look 
glum." ♦ 

"You shouldn't do that, George. Try and 
rouse yourself a little when you feel the fit coming 
over you. It is nothing more than a habit, and 
should be cured, for it is bad in two ways : in 
its effect upon yourself and upon others. It is 
time you were off home, for I know your uncle 
don't like my keeping you late. Good night, my 
boy, and mind you always keep a good member 
of our choir. I put a great deal of trust in you." 

George took his cap up and went out. He 
had been glad that Mr. Drewett had spoken on 
this matter, for though he never felt shy at 
talking to him, yet he didn't think he could ever 
have mustered courage enough to have asked 
him about it ; and some months ago these objec- 
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tions had been raised by Frank, when George 
had asked him to enter the choir. He had a 
capital voice, though a less accurate ear than his 
cousin. Geoige had never thought of getting 
Frank to consent when he asked him. He knew 
he would laugh and turn his request off as he did, 
with an " Oh if s too good a thing for me, old 
fellow, I'm far too wicked and thoughtless." 

As George walked home he considered well 
the conversation he had had with Mr. Drewett, 
and he examined his own conduct with that 
which his pastor had told him should be his as 
a chorister. Did he always feel what he was 
singing, always follow in his heart the words of 
his lips ? No ! he could remember many a time 
when he had offered but a cold formal act of 
worship to his God. He had many a time in the 
choir thought of things and of persons in no 
way connected with the service. Sometimes he 
had copied some of the men, and looked out the 
chant tune, or hymn, when kneeling in prayer. 
And how often had he thought of Frank ! " Oh 
how I wish Frank was one of us. It would be 
very different work then. I should feel much 
happier, and look happier : half of what I am 
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blamed for is caused by him. I should feel as 
if I had some one then to — " 

" Hulloa there ! George, stop a bit. Here, 
man, where are you going to at the rate of an 
express engine?" cried a voice behind him, as 
turning round he saw Frank's figure standing out 
in the twilight against the clear sky. He was in 
a field the other side of the road, but before 
George could answer, had leapt nimbly over the 
barrier hedge, and was standing laughing by his 
side. 

'* I've had a glorious run, George, after a man 
I saw setting wires in that field for hares. It's 
a shame that these men poach the squire's game 
when he's so good to us. I wanted to see the 
man's face to tell the keeper, but he was too 
quick for me though I ran him hard. I came a 
fearful cropper in a ditch as I leapt a hedge. I 
wish you could jump, old fellow, it is such fun." 

** Ah ! I dare say, especially when you tumble 
into ditches. No, Frank, I look before I leap, 
and then I generally find I like climbing over 
better. I never was made for a monkey." 

" And that means I was. Civil you are, to- 
night, old boy, I declare. If I'm a monkey, I 
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suppose as we are relations, that you are in a 
measure connected with the tribe. Monkeys 
have cousins, I fancy." 

George laughed and chased the boy down the 
road. When they stopped for want of breath, 
Frank cross-questioned him on his having been 
so late at the vicarage. 

" Do you mean to tell me youVe been singing 
ever since you left me ?" 

" Not quite, we sang a good while, and the 
anthem goes capitally, Frank, Mr. Drewett 
praised us all for the pains we had taken." 

" Oh, he did, did he ? Well, and what after 
the singing?" 

" I stayed and talked to him, for a bit." 

" Talked to him ? What about ?" 

" Many things : .all kinds of subjects : the 
choir, and the choir-boys : and then he gave me 
some advice." 

" Advice ? What do you want that for ? I'm 
sure you are good enough. You'll burst some 
day, if you have so much goodness stuffed into 
you, take my word for it. Did he lecture you, 
or preach ? Advise you to give up my foolish 
company, eh?" 
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" Frank, what are you talking about ? What 
a fellow you are. Why should I give up going 
with you ? You are the best friend I have in the 
world. I'd like you to be a little less wild in 
spirits, and a bit more thoughtful, that's all." 

" Do you mean that really, George ?" and the 
boy turned and looked at his cousin in a peculiar 
way. 

" OCf course I do, and why not, if you please ?" 

"Oh, nothing, I only thought — well, never 
mind, tell us what Mr. Drewett lectured you on ?" 

" He didn't lecture." 

"Well, preach." 

" No, nor yet preach." 

" Well, talk, it's all the same, George, I'm sure, 
preaching, lecturing, and talking ; what, I should 
like to know, is the dilQference? Perhaps one is 
on paper, and the other ain't. Parsons however, 
now preach without reading off from writing, and 
I think I like it a good sight better. It comes 
more home to you. A fellow is on the look out 
when the sermon is on paper, but when the 
parson keeps his eyes on you and goes on talking, 
it seems to knock down one's guard, and one 
has to listen." 
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"Why I declare it's you who are turning 
lecturer now, Frank. Thaf s the first time I ever 
heard you mention your opinion about a grave 
subject. I'm very glad you have thought about 
sermons." 

" Oh, but I haven't. I don't care for them, 
they make me sleepy." 

" But you said just now, that you cared for 
being talked to, better than read to by clergy- 
men." 

" I don't much care for either, but never mind 
that now : what was done to you to-night ? Let's 
hear the advice, as you call it, youVe had given 
you. What's Parson got to say about choir-boys ? 
Did he want me to be one of you ?" 

" Oh, I wish you would, Frank. I know you'd 
be twice as happy, and your voice would help 
us so ; for we want a good alto voice, and yours 
is a capital one." 

" Blarney, George. Oh, I couldn't : why all 
the, fellows would laugh at me about here, if they 
saw me wearing a surplice. I know dozens of 
them who would point their fingers at me." 

"And is that your only reason? Do you 
mind what chaps say of you so much, as to put 
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that forward as your sole objection to entering 
the choir ? It is not a sign of being very brave.'' 

** I'd like to see the fellow I'm afraid of. I'd 
fight any one before it should be said I was a 
coward, and I don't mind backing myself to play 
at games, as well as any one. You cannot, 
George, with all your psalm-singing, say this," 
added Frank, a little bitterly. 

The elder cousin put his arm round the 
younger and made no reply. What Frank had 
said, was often a painful thought to him. He 
was not very expert in any game, and it was 
Frank who carried off the palm of popularity 
among the young men and boys of Hursleydown. 
If George had to bear anything it was rather 
dislike than love. The young men aU set him 
down as being pious, and were disposed to ex- 
clude him from their sports and games. The 
fault lay not on the boy's side, though it now and 
thenmadehim feel a little angry. Itwas a great 
trial to bear, for it made George stand out rather 
singly among all the lads of his own age. None 
of his companions in the choir were like him. 
His ideas of right and wrong were far stricter, 
and his standard of morality far higher than 
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theirs. George had, however, faults ; what boy 
has not ? yet he strove hard against them. 

" Let's hear now about the advice," said Frank, 
after they had walked on for some way in silence. 
" I'm sorry I said those words just now ; it was 
not right I only wish I was more like you, 
that I do," and his face spoke to the seriousness 
of his wish. 

Geoige told all that Mr. Drewett had talk^ 
about, and when he had finished they were in 
sight of the farm. 

" Then looking good, and being good, are as 
much a necessity out of the choir, as if I was in 
the choir?" asked Frank with a surprised face, 
as George ceased speaking. 

"Yes, you funny fellow," replied George, 
smiling at his cousin's astonished look. " Didn't 
you know that before?" 

" Of course I did, but it never struck me in 
that way ; but I cannot understand these things. 
Oh bother the choir," and with a shout he ran 
on ahead of his cousin, throwing stones at an 
unfortunate cat that was prowling about the 
premises. 

" Come on, George, let's have a chase. She's 
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not one of ours, and has no business here/' and 
with another hulloo he was hunting the animal 
off the place, jumping like a deer over everything 
that came in his way. 

But George went into the house. Who could 
help loving his gay high-spirited cousin ? and yet 
now and then he felt very sad, when he thought 
about him. He cared for Frank as much as if 
he was his own brother ; and his whole heart was 
devoted to him. There was something very 
noble and generous about him, then his gayness 
and light-heartedness attracted all people to- 
wards him. Yet what pained George, was his 
extreme carelessness about everything. When 
he went to school, he fought shy of his books, 
though he only wanted application, for by nature 
he was very quick at learning. He couldn't sit 
still, was very fond of playing truant, and as to 
talking, he was always in trouble with the master 
on account of his chatter. At home he would 
be one minute serious, at another breaking out 
into some wild song, or playing some trick or 
other. He never was two minutes the same. 
He was brave and courageous on all points but 
one, and that was, he cared far more for the 

B 
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opinions and sayings of those around him, than 
for the advice of his own heart and conscience. 
To do a dishonourable action was unnatural to 
him. He was sensitive on points of honour, yet 
he, as George well knew, might be laughed or 
teased into forgettmg even this. For long had 
it been his cousin's desire to get him into the 
choir ; for he was sure that he would be shielded 
and benefited by it in many ways. Yet Frank 
always said it was too good a thing for him, and 
that he should have to become sedate and sober, 
a perfect impossibility unless something were to 
happen to rob him of some of his spirits. 

The harvest was over, and the thanksgiving 
service had been held at the church, which was 
beautifully decorated with the various firuits, 
flowers and grain. The farmers had come from 
all parts to the evening service, and there had 
been a great tea gathering at the vicarage in the 
afternoon. George had been very happy all day, 
and this feeling was not a little increased by 
Frank having come to church in preference to 
going to a cricket match that was played between 
the Hursleydown club, and another vfllage club. 
He had said very little about what he had in- 
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tended doing, till that afternoon, when he had 
found Geoige dressing for the tea party at the 
vicarage. 

" I'm coming with you, I think. I suppose I 
may. Mr. Drewett invited any one, did he not ?" 

"Are you really, Frank! I'm so delighted. 
Of course you may come. He'll be surprised 
and glad to see you, I know. You're a dear old 
man I declare, to give up your cricket match." 

"How do you know I've given up one, 
George ?" 

" Because Tom Sanderson told me that you 
were going — that your name was down at the 
head of the Hursleydown eleven for the match 
to-day." 

" Well he was sold then, for I never meant to 
go. Don't think that I did it for you, old boy, for 
you're very much mistaken. I wanted cake and 
buns, and not your society, you may be sure." 

" Oh, I never took the compliment as being 
paid to me. Don't distress yourself on that 
point." 

Frank had, however, given up his cricket 
solely to please his cousin, for he had feared that 
he had not been as good to hun lately as he 
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should%ave been. After the service he waited in 
a comer of the churchyard till George came out of 
the vestry, and the two walked home together. 

" I wish I were you, upon my honour I do," 
was Frank's sudden exclamation, as he looked up 
at his cousin's face. '' I never saw such a chap 
as you are. You looked like I don't know what, 
in church — so happy. I'll never call you glum 
again, after the way I saw you look to-night." 

" I was so happy, for I felt so thankful, and 
the service was so lovely. Did not you like 
those chants we had?" 

"Yes, especially that one that went like this,'* 
and he hummed the air. 

George looked at Frank in surprise ; what had 
come over him ? " What's the matter with you 
to-night ?" 

"Nothing. Why?" 

"Because you are so different from what I 
ever saw you before." 

" A chap caimot always laugh, can he ? You 
are finding fault now the other way. It used to 
be I was too gay." 

"Ah, Frank, you've never said that before. 
You never have said to me that you couldn't be 
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always gay. . We ought to be happy, but what 
I meant when I have found fault with you, is 
that you never would be serious for a minutey 
and this evening youVe been so for I don't know 
how long." 

" Perhaps I'm not well and that* s the reason." 

" Not well ! what do you mean ?" and George 
stopped as he spoke. 

" Oh, I'm only joking. I don't feel very gay 
to-night." 

" And why not? what's come over you, to work 
this sudden change! Do tell me, old fellow. 
What is it ?" 

" Nothing, George, to signify, and if you did 
know, it wouldn't make you fe^l the least happier, 
I can tell you." 

Two days after this, George was busy about 
the farm. Frank had been out since early mom 
and had not yet returned. There had been some 
work for him to do^ which was in all human 
probability likely to have been left undone had 
not George taken on himself the double share. 
Farmer Mathews had gone, to market at Fever- 
sham, and would not return till late that evening, 
so Frank's absence was not noticed by him. ^' I 
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wonder where the fellow's gone to/' thought 
George, as having finished what work he had to 
do, he went out to perform some of his cousin's 
labour in the potatoe field. The farm bell rang 
to summon all the labourers and people in to 
dinner, but he paid no attention to its sound. 
" I shall have plenty of time to eat this evening," 
he thought, and on he worked, humming some 
song that flashed across his mind. 

" George has got a very industrious fit on him," 
said one of the farm men, as they saw him work- 
ing away. 

"Ay, no doubt he's doing double work in 
order to get off a bit earlier. Master lets him 
do this sometimes, for George is in the choir, 
and he's mortal fond of church-going. He's a 
strange sight different, I know, firom Frank. 
Lor' bless you, that boy makes my sides ache as 
if firom the rheumatiz, when he's got one of his 
merry fits on him." 

" When he's got one of his merry fits ! when did 
yer ever see him anything else ? I never knew 
such a chap. He's never serious one minute ; 
one never knows if he's in amest, or in fun." 

" It's better not being too serious when you're 
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young. Life's long enough to think of getting 
thoughtful when you're growing old." 

"It don't seem though to hurt George. I 
believe I never seed him out of humour, and 
he's one of the most willing chaps I ever set 
eyes on," replied another of the men, in answer 
to the foregoing remarks. 

" May hap he is, and may he ain't He hasn't 
got the life of Frank in him though, but talking 
of him, where has he got oflf to to-day ?" 

"Likely enough he's on a lark somewhere. 
Always glad to get away from work if he can ; 
but come along, the bell's done ringing, and I've 
got a thundering appetite." 

The men walked on to the farm, and soon 
forgot both Frank and George in the more en- 
gaging occupations of their dinner. 

Mrs. Mathews inquired for her nephew, and she 
heard he was working in the field, and was not 
coming home to dinner. Her son's absence did 
not so much surprise her, as she knew that he 
had betaken himself away ever smce the early 
morning. 

The afternoon came and went, and when 
evening arrived, George had finished his double 
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day's work. What he had to do had been much 
less than his cousin, as he worked always more 
steadily, and left no arrears. He felt tired and 
hungry, but very happy in his heart, for he had 
practised self-denial in two ways. 

This evening was generally the one in the 
week that he went to church. It was Wednes- 
day. To many boys it would have been no 
mortification to do what George did, but it was 
to him the hardest act of any that he had to per- 
form that day. To finish his cousin's work re- 
quired another good hour's toil, and George well 
knew that his uncle would be very angry were 
he, on the morrow, to discover that Frank had 
neglected to take up the potatoes as he had 
ordered him to do. By giving up going to church 
he would be able to finish it. Yet could he do 
this ? Would it be right ? It was hard to bring 
himself to believe that it was, yet George stayed 
and completed what he had set his heart on 
finishing. 

"Where have you been, my boy, all day?'* 
exclaimed Mrs. Mathews, as he entered the 
kitchen. 

" Oh, I've been having a heavy day, aunt, in 
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the fields. I've been taking up some of that 
strip of taters unde was speaking of." 

" I thought, George, Frank was to have done 
that." 

"So he was, but I thought it had better be 
done as he was not here, in case uncle should be 
vexed to-morrow, when he found it neglected." 

" It's a shame, George, for you to have to do 
your cousin's work." 

" I'd do anything for dear old Frank, aunt, 
though I'd like to know where he's got to." 

" Off on some foolish freak or other. I wish 
you could steady him a bit. I thought that the 
other night he was getting more sensible and 
serious ; but the last two or three days he's been 
worse than ever. If he only knew how my heart 
aches sometimes, he might perhaps, George, 
listen to what is said to him." 

"You mustn't fret, aunt. He's all right. 
You'll see Frank will change soon. He'll find 
that this light, careless way of treating things 
won't pay him. He's a good heart, though I 
often think that he's ashamed of letting people 
see he has." 

"If he'd only be more like you, my boy, I'd 
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be content. Oh, George, what should I do with- 
out you ? You're everything to me," and Mrs. 
Mathews bent over him as she spoke, and kissed 
his forehead. 

*'You mustn't wish that, aunty; wish some- 
thing better than that for Frank, for I'm very 
bad. Don't shake your head, for you don't 
understand. I am very wicked, really I am. 
You don't know what thoughts I have." 

" So has every one ; but are you not going to 
church to-night, George ? It is your evening for 
it, isn't it?" 

" Yes, aunt, but I'm too late." 

"Why you've never missed before. What 
will Mr. Drewett think ?" 

George's eyes glittered in a strange sort of way. 
Something shot between his dark eyelashes. He 
had never thought of what Mr. Drewett would 
think about his absence ; he had intended going 
up to the vicarage, but when he came to consider 
the matter over, would it not be rather a publica- 
tion of his self-denial, to say, " I didn't come to 
church to-night, sir, because Frank was away, 
and I did his work in addition to mine, that my 
uncle might not be angry with him." He had 
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no Other excuse to make but this. There was 
nothing really in it — ^nothing that for a minute 
would have made Mr. Drewett think what he 
fancied he would. George remembered what 
had been his parting words, some weeks ago. 
" Mind you always keep a good member of our 
choir." And he would do that, but how would 
they have got on as regarded the singing, with- 
out him ? Why hadn't he thought all this over 
in the field ? Yet hadn't he made a more noble 
sacrifice? His heart was wishing to go: God 
would see that. There was no self-indulgence, 
no staying away in order to procure some amuse- 
ment or pleasure. It was solely to work for his 
cousin that he had acted thus. George fell into 
a mesh of imaginary difficulties, and instead of 
going and explaining, he told his aunt, " That 
he didn't think Mr. Drewett would mind, as he'd 
tell him on the practice night, on Friday." 

" Why not go at once, my boy ? You'll be in 
time to see them come firom church." 

** No, not to-night, aunt. I shouldn't like to 
meet the folks returning, not having been to 
church myself. It will be all right" But in this 
he felt he had made a mistake. 
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About nine o'clock Frank returned, hot, ex- 
cited, and breathless. 

"Where have you been all to-day, sir?" was 
Mrs. Mathews' first exclamation, as her son came 
into the room, "and who gave you leave of 
absence?" 

" Oh, mother, I'm very sorry, on my honour 
I am. Don't be angry, but it's — ^There now it's 
all right, give me a kiss and I'll tell you, but 
Where's George ?" for he had left the room a little 
time before. 

"Upstairs. But now I've a good mind to 
scold you, for it is very wrong leaving your work 
like this." 

" Ah, mother, put oflf the scolding for another 
day. I'm sure it will keep. Give me a double 
dose, dear, the next time I offend. I'm very 
hungry, and must have something to eat." 

"And you expect me, I suppose, to provide 
you suppers when you've played truant all 
day." 

" Oh, I'm very wicked, mother, but I shall die 
soon, unless I eat something ; I've had a long 
day I can tell you. I've been to Manton." 

"To Manton/ why that's twelve miles off! 
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What, pray, took you there ?" and Mrs, Mathews 
turned round in surprise. 

" Well, mother, don't be angry, but I wanted 
to see a fair that there is there. It was an awful 
lark. I walked over with Taylor and Barton, 
and some other chaps, but I came back alone. 
Oh, I wished you had been there. I saw such 
a lot of things. Fancy, there was a fat woman 
that eats two sheep every day. You never saw 
such a size. I know it's all a story, but there 
was no end of a crowd to see her. I'd have liked 
to have given her that old wether we have. 
She'd find a difficulty in eating two, I think. 
Then, mother, there were the industrious fleas 
that drew little carriages and worked little toy 
windmills. I brought away a couple of them by 
mistake. They took a liking to me I suppose. 
Then I saw the lion-tamer and the elephant- 
hunter and the giant. It was fine fun, I can tell 
you, but 1 spent all my money in the shows, and 
I had none to buy food with. I left Taylor and 
the others there, as I came home before -they 
did. I'd have told you last night, only I thought 
fether might say I had work to do. Does he 
know I've been away all day?" 
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"No, he has been to Feversham to market 
and he has not yet got back." 

" Then you needn't tell, you dear old darling. 
It will make no odds, and I promise I'll be so 
good for the future; but I must go and find 
George, hell give me a lecture I expect ; never 
mind, now that I have eaten some food, I feel 
I can stand his scolding." 

" George," he shouted, as he left the room, 
" where are you ?" 

"Here," was the reply from their bedroom 
upstairs. 

"What are you gone to bed for so early?" as 
he entered their room, and found George in bed. 

" I'm tired, that's all ;" and a little put out in 
temper he should have added, but he didn't. 

" Tired, so am I, I suppose, though I haven't 
had time to think of it till now." 

"Where have you been?" asked George 
gravely. " We none of us knew what had be- 
come of you." 

" Ah, now for the lecture, go it, old fellow, 
I'm ready. I've been imagining this all day." 

"Don't be a goose, Frank, but where have 
you been?" 
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"To a fair at Manton. Ain't I an awful 

sinner?" 

"You're a very cool one at all events." 

" A mortal hungry one just now, but that's 

over. Well, what am I to do ? Say I'm sorry 

* and repent, 
And still go on from day to day 
Just as I always went?* 

Oh George, I wish you had been there. It was 
great fun," and he told all, and a good deal 
more than what he had just narrated to his 
mother. 

" You're very bad, Frank, running oflf without 
leave, for it's not honourable," put in George, 
who was vexed, though amused at Frank's 
details of his day's doings. "It's not hon- 
ourable, shirking your work, and it's a bad 
example." 

" Here it comes, I thought I should catch it. 
Well, go on, old fellow, and I'll listen. I can- 
not give you more than five minutes, for I must 
get to bed myself. Suppose you lecture while 
I undress. It will save time, and then we can 
both go to sleep together when you've done." 
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"I declare you're enough to make a saint 
angry, Frank — " 

"Don't get into a rage then, for you're 
one." 

"Now be quiet and listen, for I declare I 
think you've been very bad, to-day; you've 
been doing what you've never done before, going 
away without saying a word to any one, and 
over to Manton too, where you know my uncle 
especially dislikes us to go. I'm certain you've 
been led by others, and as I have often said, 
it is because you cannot stand what fellows 
* think of you.' You may be brave in many 
ways, but you are very cowardly in others." 
George was put out, imhappy in his own mind, 
and he was angry at Frank who never seemed 
to give a thought to what he must have had to 
do for him as regarded extra work. 

Frank however had never dreamt of his work 
being done during his absence, and his ingrati- 
tude was therefore imintentional. 

" If that's what you've got to say you had 
better keep it to yourself. You're always preach- 
ing about courage, but I don't think I see you 
show it so much." 
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" Frank !" 

"Well, what's the .matter? You're always 
trying to din into my ears some of your good 
stuff, and I don't want it I'm very happy as I 
am ; and you needn't think you can make me 
more so by trying to fashion me into a saint." 
All his manner had changed, and his face was 
flushed and angry. " You'll make me tire of 
you, George, if you bother me much more. I 
know I care for you, but I can easily And much 
jollier friends than you in more points than 
one," and with a heavy bang of the door, Frank 
left the room and went down stairs and out of 
the house. He was flushed and angry, for 
George's words had rankled him in a tender 
place. He had been laughed into going over 
to Manton. Ever since the harvest festival, had 
he been wavering between his wish to go and 
his duty to stay away. He had done nothing 
wrong at Manton, he had not got drunk as he 
omitted to say his companions had, but he had 
been disobedient to his father in ever going to 
the town, as it was a forbidden place, to the two 
boys, in consequence of the extreme lowness 
and bad repute of the people who inhabited it. 
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He had trusted entirely to his own strength of 
mind, and had signally failed. The set he went 
with were not the brightest of the young men of 
Hursleydown. Frank knew that he was weak 
in resisting the bad advice of companions ; and 
he also knew that the chaige he had made against 
George was unfounded, for George was as firm 
in resisting as he was weak in yielding. It had 
been, perhaps, a mistaken act on George's part, 
to take Frank to task, but he was out of temper 
a little himself and therefore not so guarded ijQi 
the way he uttered his reproof. 

Frank walked about the farm in the clear 
moonlight. He was trying to overcome his 
angry feelings : he felt dejected and out of 
spirits. All that day he had been ill at ease, 
though he assumed his gayness to cloak what 
were his real thoughts. Unconsciously as he 
rambled on away from the farm he came in 
sight of the strip of potatoes that he remem- 
bered he had to take up, and which he had 
twice been scolded by his father for forgetting. 
He walked into the field to look at them. 
Great was his surprise to find that some one 
had been at work and finished the whole for 
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him. Who could have done this? .None of 
the bum men, for he knew what each had to do 
that day, besides it was not their custom to do 
extra work for any one. 

^' It's George/' and tears rushed into his eyes. 
'^ It's George, and I have been speaking to him 
so shamefully. No one but he would do this. 
He has done it to save me from getting into a 
scrape for my absence all to-day. What a fellow 
I am. O George, George, you are too good 
to me !" he uttered all this aloud as he stood 
and looked down at the ground, and with very 
changed feelings he at length walked away back 
to the farm. 

As he softly opened the door of their room, 
he saw by the moonlight a figure kneeling by 
George's bed. It was his cousin, and he heard 
him distinctly say, " O my God, give me a more 
patient spirit, and help me to lead Frank to 
serve and love Thee : bless him, O my God, I 
humbly beseech Thee." George rose, as Frank 
entered the room. 

" I'm sorry, old fellow, that I spoke to you 
crossly just now, but I was put out, Frank : you 
mustn't go and cast me off." 
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The other made no reply. He couldn't speak, 
his heart was too full. What he had overheard 
George pray, and what he had seen in the field, 
made a great lump rise in his throat, and his 
tears fell fast as he put his arms round George's 
neck. 

How was it that his cousin was so different 
from him? How was it that George could pray, 
and he could not ? Was in the choir, and out 
of the choir so great a difference ? It seemed 
so, but why? 

The Friday choir practice came, and George 
went. He had been rather sorry that he had 
not seen Mr. Drewett before, to explain the 
cause of his absence on Wednesday. One of 
the choir-boys had told him that the vicar was 
vexed. Mr. Drewett look grave as George 
entered the vicarage. 

"Where have you beea since last Sunday, 
Fielding ? you were not at church on Wednesday 
evening. Were you not well ?" * 

" Yes, sir, but I was working late, and couldn't 
get away on that account." 

"You ought to have got up a bit earlier, 
and not left until the evening, work which 
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I dare say could have been done in the 
morning." 

These were all the words that were said. The 
practice went off pretty well, but George felt 
in no very bright humour for singing ; there was 
something in the above remark of Mr. Drewetf s 
that rather rankled in his heart, for he knew that 
such reproof was undeserved, for it had not 
been his own work that had made him, miss 
church. After the singing was over, he said 
good night, and went out, but he did not get 
very far before he stopped. " I must tell him 
the real reason, though I dare say hell think I 
wish to boast, but it's not that, I cannot go and 
let him think I did it on purpose:" so back 
George walked to the house. The boys, when 
they came to speak to Mr. Drewett, were gene- 
rally allowed to enter by a little door that led 
from the garden into his study. It saved them 
ringing the front door bell and having to wait 
till the servant answered it. George saw the 
lamp burning in the room, so he knew the 
vicar was there. Gently knocking at the door, 
he entered. 

"Who's that?*' asked Mr. Drewett, as he 
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looked up from his writing. ''Oh, ifs you, 
George, is anything wrong ? You are not un- 
well, or your uncle? What is it?" as he saw 
George's distturbed look. 

'' Please sir, it's only that I've come to tell 
you that I did not come to church on Wednesday 
because Frank was away, and I did extra work, 
as after I had finished mine, I did what he had 
to do. I wanted to come, but I thought I was 
not doing wrong in finishing, for unde would 
have been angry had he found the work un- 
finished when he came back from Feversham 
where he had been to market I'm very sorry, 
sir, I didn't tell you before, but I was afraid.'' 

" Of what, George ?" 

'' I don't know," replied the boy, after a little 
thought. 

" No more do I, my boy. Geoige, you mustn't 
fear me. There's not anything very dreadful I 
hope in me, and you ought always to trust me 
in matters where I can help you. We clergy axe 
of little use if our parishioners will not bring 
their troubles to us ; and if I could only make 
you boys begin to do so, George, I should often 
feel happier. People so often make difficulties. 
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and fancy troubles that axe not real ; and because 
they seek no advice from those who can best 
help and counsel them, they lose themselves in 
a mesh of imaginary faults, till they grow con- 
fused and fall into some great sin. Too often 
may the commencement of sin be dated from 
the sealed lip. Boys and men cannot bear their 
own burdens. To Christ they must come and 
He will help them : but as the Apostle tells us, 
'Bear ye one another's burdens;' that means 
that we must each and all help one another more 
personally, more individually than we do ; and 
you, George, and your fellow-choristers, should 
not raise any barrier in the way of communicating 
your troubles to me; for I am here, not to be 
feared, but to try and make my Master loved, by 
loving you all. How can I do this if you keep 
me at a distance, and are afraid of coming near 
me? I own that I was vexed at your being 
away on Wednesday, and have ever since been 
wondering, as to what could be the reason. 
Now all this might have been prevented by your 
letting me know what you have now told me. 
You say you were afraid. What of? of my 
thinking you idle because you had done extra 
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work ? No, George, be assured that there should 
be no fear where there is love. I shall fancy 
that you don't care for me next." 

"Oh, sir," broke in George, "you know I 
never can repay you for all youVe done to me. 
Indeed you mustn't think that." 

"Well, I won't," said Mr. Drewett, smiling, 
" but you make me, you know. You are one of 
the choir-boys, and yet you shrink from coming 
to say a simple thing to your clergyman, who 
has known you ever since you were a little child. 
We mustn't let this happen again, my boy, for I 
look to you, more than to any of the others, 
(your advantages have been more,) to set a good 
example." 

" Thank you, sir, for what you've said," and 
George rose as he spoke. " I wish, sir, you'd 
talk to my cousin Frank, for I'm sure you'd be 
able to do him good." 

"What, Frank Mathews, what's wrong with 
him? I never heard he was a bad fellow." 

" Oh, no, he's not that, sir, but he's always 
making fun, and seems to have no care for what's 
serious. It's hard to get him to church, and he 
never says his prayers, because it's too solemn 
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he declares, and he ain't good enough yet. I 
wanted him to join the choir, but he won't. I'm 
sure he'd be far happier ; for though he's known 
all over the country for his light-heartedness, he 
feels, I can see, very lonely and unhappy some- 
times, for he finds in them sorts of gay fits very 
little joy that is real" 

" Why, George, you talk as if you had had 
experience yourself in these matters. What 
makes you say what you have said about being 
in the choir." 

'' Because, sir, I've felt far happier in the choir 
than I ever did out of it. I never knew what it 
was to be really happy before, for I seem to get 
such help from it to keep straight, and it inter- 
feres with nothing excepting the doing what's 
wrong." 

** You are quite right, but you mustn't fancy, 
George, that being in the choir will shield every- 
body who joins it from evil. It may some, but 
to others it will open out fresh trials and temp- 
tations. Being in the choir enlists you more 
actively in God's service. It will not do how- 
ever to think that entering the choir will make a 
hoy good. That wish should come first, and then 

c 
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the other will act as an inducement I will see 
Frank, and talk to him some day, if you like." 

George readily consented to this, though he 
feared Mr. Drewett would find Frank a hard 
person to deal with. He then went home hap- 
pier in mind than he had left it. 

Frank was out when he arrived at the farm. 
Gone out, Mrs. Mathews said, with two of his 
friends, whom she wished he'd break with and not 
follow so much. About ten o'clock he came in^ 
as usual with a gay laugh, and some jesting speech. 

"Never serious, never quiet for a minute, 
what a boy you are," said Mrs. Mathews. 

"Ay, I know I am, mother. You'd sooner 
see me laugh though, than ciy; wouldn't you? 
Why George, what's been up with you to-night? 
Oh, I forgot it was the practice. I suppose I 
am to say I have missed you a little." 

"Where have you been?" 

" Catch me telling, old boy ; you'll say it was 
wrong." 

"Then you've no right to have gone if that's 
the case." 

"No? well you are my father confessor, 
George, so I'll tell you. I've been up to Old 
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Cross Mill with a couple of other chaps, and we 
netted the stream for trout." 

" What Frank, you did that ? No, never, I 
cannot believe that." 

.' "Quite right, my dear fellow, quite right; 
we didn't do that, but we took a couple of ferrets 
to Blackwood quarry, and put them in some of 
the holes there ; and my wigs, how they bolted. 
We'll have a pie to-morrow, George, you'll like 
that. Rabbit pie out of the Squire's preserves ; 
how stunning." 

"Frank, I declare you are too bad. You 
couldn't do such a wrong thing. It's poaching." 

" Well, I cannot help it. The rabbits ran out 
of their holes into the nets, because some stupid 
ferrets chose to e^ter." 

" Did you really ? I don't believe it. I don't 
believe you are a poacher, Frank." 

" Well, I ain't then ; though I like cramming 
you up to believe all these things." 

"You haven't been then to Blackwood 
quarry?" 

" Certainly not." 

" What's the fun, then, of saying you had ?" 

" To make your dear old face look a bit long. 
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I wish you'd have your picture taken, Frank, 
when you put on your go-to-meeting expression." 

"Mywhat?*' 

" Your go-to-meeting, goody goody look. It's 
killing to see you sometimes. I declare it re- 
minds me of a parson. Well I won't be rude, 
for I love the old face, and I am always sorry 
when I make it look gingery." 

'^ Frank, what nonsense you are talking. Be 
sedate, and just tell me your doings, for I'm going 
to bed directly." 

" Well, I cannot be sedate, it's such a lot of 
trouble ; but as to bed, I'm off there in a twinkle. 
I've been nowhere to-night, except about the 
farm." 

" But where are the two chaps you went away 
with?" 

Frank turned quickly round ; " What do you 
mean ? Who told you I went with any one ?" 

"Your mother, she said Barton and Jasper 
came for you. What became of them ? Didn't 
you go with them ?" 

"What matters it to you, George, if I didn't? 
but if you want to know, I may as well say no 
to your question. Ask me however no more. 
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for I shan't answer if you do," and he walked 
away as he had done before, rather angry, when 
but a second back he had been to all appear- 
ance the gayest of the gay. It had been how- 
ever assumed before he entered the room ; Frank 
was in reality by no means gay. Yet he was of 
that character that he would rather have died 
in the attempt to keep up an appearance of 
gaiety, than be considered a sober person in- 
stead of a racket. He had very often lately 
begun to feel that his former light-heartedness 
was changing. He knew not why; but even 
to himself were his spirits often oppressive. He 
envied George many a time his peacefulness of 
mind; he envied him the things in which he 
appeared to take such pleasure, for he felt a 
great want of real joy in the life he was leading. 
Day after day he frittered away his time, and 
idled instead of working ; while his cousin was 
always industrious and busy. George appeared 
to Frank to be so much more bright and cheer- 
ful, for he now discovered in him much that in 
former days he had passed unnoticed. Although 
he had many evident faults, still he never ap- 
peared to be troubled or bothered, or put out 
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of temper by those thousand incidents that did 
all the three to himself. George was increasing 
in happiness of heart, whilst he was on the down- 
ward course and grew each day less and less 
like his former self. His companions also were 
becoming distasteful to him, and that evening 
he had had a final rupture with two of them. 
They had asked him to join them in a disgrace- 
ful undertaking, to poach some of the Squire's 
game, only " for a lark, for a bit of fun." They 
had laughed at him when he had demurred, 
taunted and goaded him, but he held his own. 
He had given out his opinion so strongly, that 
a fight had ensued in which Frank had thrashed 
Jasper in a manner that he richly deserved. 
He had come off unscathed himself in all but 
one respect, and that was in feeling. He had 
been asked by those whom he had called friends, 
to do a dishonourable act. They had once 
made him break his father's orders, by going to 
Manton. He had quarrelled with George nearly 
in consequence, but had now determined never 
again to be caught by them. It had been a 
hard battle with his pride, but he had wrestled 
with it and overcome it. 
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When George went up to bed he-found Frank 
in tears. His surprise was excessive. In no 
way could he account for it. 

" What's the matter, old fellow ?" 

"Nothing; why?'' 

" You are crying, Frank. Have I been cross, 
or what's up ?" 

"Cr3dng, am I? Well I know I am. It's 
not you, George, but never mind." 

" But I do, if you're sad it makes me so. Tell 
me what has taken place. I'm not angry with 
you, if that's what you think, though I saw you 
were put out a bit downstairs." 

"Never mind, George, a person cannot al- 
ways laugh, can he ?" 

" Some one thought he could, once upon a 
time. But you ain't ill, are you ?" 

" No, George, I'm tired, that's all. I cannot 
tell you more to-night, so don't ask." 

"Only one question, Frank, and I won't 
You haven't gone — and done anjrthing wrong, 
nothing you are ashamed of?" 

" No, on my honour, George," and the tears 
were almost stayed by the earnestness with 
which he said this. 
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In the middle of the night a hand awoke 
George from sleep, and he found that his cousin 
was standing by his bedside. 

" Oh I'm so sorry IVe woke you. I dreamt 
you were dead, I thought that you were lying 
quite cold, and I wanted to see if it was true. 
It's been such a curious dream I have had, 
George ; first of all you were in church as on 
Sundays, and then you were among a lot of fel- 
lows who were laughing at you, and wanting you 
to do something that was bad, for you stood still 
and looked at them all, and when they asked 
why you refused, you said, and I thought you 
looked so proud, * Because I'm a choir-boy,' and 
they all left you then to yourself, and I awoke, 
and then fell asleep and dreamt you were dead." 

" Poor old Frank, and you were sorry ? What 
a funny dream you've had, but get back again 
to bed, for your hands are quite cold. I'm all 
right you see." 

He obeyed, and they both soon fell asleep. 

Some days after this, George heard the whole 
story of Frank's fight with Jasper. It had made 
several of the young fellows of the place very 
angry against George, to whom they attributed 
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Frank's altered estimation of them, as he had 
told them he was not going any more with them. 

They determined to have their revenge on 
George, to try and injure his character, and it 
was carried out in the following manner. 

The next Friday evening, as he was on his 
way to the practice at the vicarage, when about 
half a mile from the village he was met by Bar- 
ton and four others of the biggest and worst lads 
of the place. They began passing indirect re- 
marks on him as he approached them. George 
felt that he was to be subjected to some novel 
persecution on the part of those who had some 
long time back played various tricks on him. 
He had heard a whispered rumour that Barton 
and others were blaming him for Frank's con- 
duct. He was not afraid of them, for he was 
big and strong enough to take care of himself. 
Barton had no wish to fight himself, but among 
their group George saw a tall, strong-looking fel- 
low. This was the champion of this persecuting 
set Their object was to drive George into a 
fight, and then put him forward as their repre- 
sentative. They well knew what a stain it would 
be on George's name to be fighting, and they 
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also were aware that no greater triumph could 
be gamed over Frank than by ill treating his 
cousin. It was lucky for them that he was not 
there, for it would have required very little to 
have made him knock down a few of them. 

''Here's the good young man that goes so 
regular to his music and to his church ! Dear 
me, what a wonderful good little face he has." 

"Have you got your night-gown with you, 
Fielding ? Does Parson know you're out ?" and 
a hundred other such remarks were passed on 
George as he walked by. 

"Stop a bit," cried Barton, and the whole 
band drew a line across the road. " Stop a bit 
while we talk to you." 

George grew pale, for he knew that he was 
in for some rough treatment. He was not afraid, 
for as the saying is, right gives might, and he 
had done nothing to feel ashamed of. 

" What do you want with me ? for I must be 
going on. It's the practice night. So let me 
pass please, or tell me what you have to say." 

" Gently," cried two or three voices. "We've 
a heap of things to say to you. You needn't be 
in such a hurry, for you ain't going away so fast." 
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George looked round. There were about six 
in all, and they now began to press close around 
him. 

" I'll tell you what we want," at length said 
the big lad, whom George recognised as an ap- 
prentice in the smithy, called Farlow. " YouVe 
been a plague to us all, and so we are going to 
make you fight, or give you a thrashing. You 
may choose which you like. You're by far too 
much inclined to rule us all, and we won't 
stand it" 

George was amazed. "I don't know what 
you fellows mean, I've never done anything to 
any one of you ; and as to fighting, I certainly 
shall not do that, for I have no reason to do so, 
and if you choose to thrash me, you are perfectly 
at liberty; though I warn you, that though I 
give no blows I shall defend myself. I shall not 
fight, as I don't think it right." 

"Why not, pray?" asked two or three deri- 
sively. 

"First, because none of you have ever of- 
fended me to make me wish to do so, and 
secondly, because — " 

" Because what ?" all shouted. 
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" Because I dm in the choir^ and I will not 
fight. I am not afraid excepting to do what is 
wrong. YouVe no right to stop me like this. 
I know that you want to make me disgrace my- 
self by fighting with you fellows ; but if you stand 
all night youll not make me/' 

" Then take the consequences," and a shower 
of blows were inflicted. George warded off" 
some, but he never lifted his arm to return the 
blows. It should not be said of him that he had 
brought dishonour on the choir by what he now 
did. He kept his temper, though it was hard 
work. 

Farlow suddenly struck George several heavy 
blows on the back of the head, which knocked 
him down, while the others kicked him when he 
was on the ground. A sudden noise of a person 
running made them desist, and before they were 
well aware, Frank himself was in their midst 
He had been to Hursleydown and had over- 
heard what Barton had threatened to George. 
In a minute the scene was changed. Several, 
directly they saw Frank, ran away. But Farlow 
and the rest held their ground. 

"What are you fellows up to?" shouted 
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Frank, almost beside himself with indignation. 
"Cowards that you are every one. I've heard ^ 
your vile plot to ruin George, as you call it, be- 
cause you think he has had to do with my leaving 
you. And he has. I'm proud to own it. He's 
made me see what a fool I've been. You thought 
to make him fight, but he hasn't, I know. Why 
hasn't he ? Is it because he's afraid, when he's 
strong enough to thrash every one of you, you 
cowards you ? No, it's because he's too manly. 
He promised not to. He's often told me. He's 
promised never to fight because he's in the choir. 
I'm not, however, and so I'll — " and with a rush 
at Farlow he caught him by the collar, and 
seizing a good thick hazel stick which had been 
dropped by one of the party, he beat him most 
unmercifully for several minutes. The rest, 
rather terrified, took to their heels and ran. . 
Frank was very strong, more so than his cousin, 
and they knew not upon whom he might next 
vent his indignation. 

Having at length punished Farlow sufficiently, 
he thrust him away with a kick of his foot, " Go 
home with you, and if I ever come across you 
again doing these sort of dirty cowardly actions. 
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I'll give you another dressing which you'll not 
forget. You'd better be off quickly too, or may 
be your presence will make me take up the stick 
^ain,'' and he stooped significantly. Farlow 
took the hint, and made off as well as his sore 
back and bones would allow. 

Frank then turned to George, who had risen 
and shaken himself. He had got some ugly 
kicks and bruises, and rather a lump from the 
blow on the back of his head. 

"Oh, George, why didn't you kill them all 
like a set of new-bom kittens ? You're by far 
too good. Why did you not let drive, one, two ? 
I wish I'd been here to help you. You're in the 
choir perhaps, but I'm out of it, and so there's 
no harm my letting them feel what a pair of 
fists is made for. Are you hurt much ?" 

" No, though I must own I felt rather stupid 
at first. They'd never have hurt me if it hadn't 
been for the blow on the back of the head, I'd 
have easily kept them at bay. It was only me 
they were wanting to hurt, so I didn't care. I'm 
tough enough to be able to stand a few blows. 
Perhaps if it had been some one else who had 
been in my place, I might not have kept my fists 
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Still. You gave Farlow a heavy innings with 
that stick," 

" No more than he deserved ; but I declare 
you are the dearest old chap that ever lived ; 
fancy you letting a set of wretches hit you be- 
cause you knew they wanted to draw you itito 
a fight." 

"Fancy, Frank, if I had given them what 
they desired, and let them succeed in publishing 
abroad that they had got me to fight ! how all 
those would crow who are ready to pounce 
down on us choir-boys for anything wrong we 
may do : those who hate Mr. Drewett and are 
opposed to our church. The/d not go into the 
rights and wrongs, but would condemn us all at 
once. No, I'd sooner have died than have fought 
any of them." 

"I believe you, that I do, George, though 
you know I cannot quite understand the feeling 
that causes you to think fighting wrong. If a 
chap angers me I hits him ; if he knocks me 
down, well, that's all fair. I'm a sinner though, 
and you're a saint, so there's the difference." 

" Nonsense, but— oh that leg of mine has got 
a kick on it. I must go home, for I can't go 
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SO dirty and bruised to Mr. Drewett. I wish 
you'd tell him I'm unable to come to-night, 
would you ? You needn't say why, if you tell 
him I sent you." 

To George's great surprise Frank appeared 
very willing to go upon this errand to the 
vicarage, though he said as he turned off to take 
the message : " I shall be very much surprised 
if I don't tell the Parson the whole story. You 
think, I suppose, I'm going to bottle all this up, 
and no one is to hear of these fellows' doings. 
What a humbug you are, George ; you make me 
feel quite grieved," and off he ran towards the 
vicarage, leaving George to limp home bruised 
in body but happy in mind. 

It must have been nearly three hours after- 
wards when Frank returned. He was full of Mr. 
Drewett's praises, with whom he had had no 
end of a jolly talk. " He's such fun, and so 
kind. You should have seen him when I told 
him about you, and what had happened. His 
eyes filled with tears, and he said you were a 
noble fellow, and had acted far more bravely 
than if you had fought with those boys. I asked 
him about fighting, if it was wrong, and I'll tell 
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you what he said : ' To make fighting a practice 
is wrong, for it's simply an indulgence of evil 
passions; fighting should not be encouraged, 
and boys should not be eager to fight, as he said 
they far too often were, for in God's sight it was 
wrong/ But he thought I had done right in 
punishing Farlow, and that to fight might in 
special cases be allowable, where right had to be 
maintained by force when persuasion had failed. 
He said a lot more that I've forgotten, and then 
he asked me a thousand questions, and fancy, 
before I left he inquired if I'd like to come into 
the choir." 

"And what did you say?" 

" No. I told him 1 was afraid I was too bad, 
upon which he talked a lot more to me. I liked 
all he said, for he was so cheerful and kind with 
it all. I don't know what I haven't got to tell 
you. You are to go up there to-morrow even- 
ing. I never thought parsons could be so jolly 
before." 

" What do you mean, you odd mixture of fun 
and earnest ? Why may not clergymen laugh ?" 

"Oh, I thought they always said it's wrong 
to make jokes and have fun. Mr. Drewett how- 
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ever seemed to me to be very happy, and not 
at all sad." 

" Didn't I always tell you from the beginning 
Franks that trying to serve God made one 
happy?" 

" I know you did; but I alwa3rs thought those 
sayings were your own make up, and I always 
held you to be a wonderful fellow, and so I didn't 
think they applied to other people. But I see 
I'm wrong." 

" Why did you say * no' to coming into the 
choir, Frank? I wish it had been *yes/ you'd 
feel much happier." 

" Should I ? well, I'll try some day. I cannot 
say that I feel altogether now as I used to do. 
I suppose it's a punishment, for I've never minded 
you, though you've always been like a couple of 
grandfathers with your good advice." 

"Ah, Frank, it's very often an easy thing to 
advise, but a difficult matter to practise what one 
preaches." 

" You ought to have been a parson, George. 
You're made for one, that you are. My ! what 
jolly sermons we should have ! But I'll tell 
you what, it's time I was off to sleep, or I 
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shall be lazy to-morrow morning/' and with this 
for a finishing remark, he began to undress. 

We must now pass over a certain space of 
time. Three months have elapsed since what 
has been related took place. The snow of win- 
ter covers the ground, and all is white and 
beautiful. Autumn leaves are still and silent 
beneath the snow covering. The winds whistle 
through the bare branches of the trees, but they 
stir not at the sound. They cannot tiy and 
imitate their summer flutterings by frisky gam- 
bols. A good four inches of snow lies over the 
earth, and winter in all its severity has come. 
Not much has changed at the farm, though there 
hangs over it a strange cloud of sorrow. A still- 
ness, as of death, prevails around. Mrs. Ma- 
thews whispers as she speaks to her husband. 
But George and Frank are nowhere visible. Mr. 
Drewett comes to the door. He is received in 
silence, and his question of *' How is Frank ?" 
is met with a serious, tearful face. 

'< Oh, sir, he is but sadly, and the doctor fears 
he won't get over it. He's quite unconscious, 
and knows no one." 

"And George, how is he?" 
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"Oh, he's middling well; but he'll never 
leave Frank's side, and the doctor told me this 
morning he wouldn't be surprised if he got it next, 
for he's not a strong lad. But George pays no 
heed, and when I ask him to take some rest, he 
only shakes his head : ' No, aunty, I'm well 
enough. I don't fear the fever, nor am I afraid 
to die if God should think fit to make me take 
it.' Oh, sir, if it wasn't for George, I should 
long ago have given over hope. He's so cheer- 
ful, and keeps us all up by the way he hopes 
Frank will get better. There's few as would 
have tended a brother as he has my boy. He 
won't let me do much, for he says it's a useless 
risk, and that he can do what is required, and 
Frank being unconscious, my being near him is 
of little use. Hardly any one goes into the room 
but him. He won't let them." 

" And yet people call George a coward, Mrs. 
Mathews," and Mr. Drewett's thoughts flew 
back to a Friday evening three months back. 
"I don't believe a braver, better fellow lives. 
But tell me, has not Frank's illness been very 
sudden ?" 

"Yes, sir. It was but yesterday week that 
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he came back jfrom Feversham, where he had 
been to get a few things we wanted, and on his 
return he complained of feeling a bit poorly. 
We didn't think much of it at the time, till two 
days ago, when he got worse, and so we sent for 
the doctor, who said he had got typhus fever, 
which, as you know, sir, is bad just now in some 
parts of Feversham. Since then Frank's been 
getting worse and worse, and now they say he's 
going to die," and the poor mother burst into 
tears. 

Mr. Drewett spoke consolingly and hopefully 
to her. He told her that she should not despair, 
but that she should pray to God to spare her 
son if it was His will so to do : that Frank was 
young and had a strong constitution, and that 
young people were better able to battle with 
disease than those more advanced in life, and 
that though many deaths had taken place at 
Feversham, many very extreme cases had re- 
covered. 

" Do you think George would like to see me 
before I go ? I can do no good to Frank while 
he is unconscious, though I'll come every day to 
see you, and to know if I can do anything. You 
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mustn't shake your head, Mrs. Mathews. I've 
no famHy to care for, so I should not have any 
fear about taking George's place, if he'd let me, 
but I fancy he would not relinquish it." 

"Thank you, sir. I think George would 
hardly come down stairs, and you would be doing 
no good to go up, and only running a useless risk. 
I'U tell him you've been : he'll be pleased to hear 
it I know. He said last night that he'd not see 
you he feared again in church for some time, for 
he must not go about now, it wouldn't be right, 
as infection is soon carried, and some of the 
neighbours are strangely fearful of the fever." 

" Well, he's in the choir, tell him, though out 
of it for a time, and say from me that we shall 
pray for Frank and also for him in church. Hell 
need our prayers as well May God shelter him 
from the fever;" and with a shake of the hand 
Mr. Drewett departed. 

He was sad at heart though he showed it not. 
He feared for George, exposed as he was to the 
dangerous enemy which was so sorely contending 
with the life and strength of his cousin. He 
feared because, though in many ways George was 
strong, yet he agreed with the doctor in believing 
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his constitution to be weak. " People may call 
him a coward/' he soliloquised, " but I wonder 
how many would do what he has done. It may 
seem a very common-place action, but — " and 
Mr. Drewett walked on, and left unfinished what 
he would have said. 

- In the mean while let us glance into the sick 
room. 

On his own bed, which had been moved further 
into the room, lay Frank. His gay, happy face 
was a strange sad sight. Already the most viru- 
lent forms of the disease were showing themselves 
in his features. The lips and the lower part of 
his &ce were discoloured. Black typhus, as it 
is called, had set in. On a chair by his side, pale 
and anxious-looking, was George. On his knee 
lay a book, from which his eyes constantly turned 
to gaze on the sick form beside him. 

Inarticulate expressions were every now and 
then uttered by Frank, but to George's ear they 
were hardly audible. As he gazed on his cousin 
he could scarcely believe his eyes were not de- 
ceiving him. Could that be Frank, that prostrate 
form his light-hearted, wild-spirited cousin? 
Many a time the tears flowed as he thought of 
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the days gone by, and cast a longing, wondering 
glance into the future. What was hidden there ? 
Was he to lose his cousin ? Was he to be sepa- 
rated from him? and then a saddening thought 
would force itself into his mind It might have 
been a wrong one, but he could hardly quell it, 
as he remembered the little thought Frank had 
ever given to death or anything beyond the 
grave: how much happier would he have felt 
had he known that he had ever followed and 
loved his God. Yet what right had he to judge 
him? and he prayed for forgiveness as these 
thoughts suggested themselves. 

The hours passed by and grew into days, and 
the days into weeks, and yet the Angel of Death 
had not taken him away. It was the evening of 
the fourteenth day ere the watcher saw a sign of 
the battle's termination. George was sitting 
alone, as he had done for many a long day. His 
eyes were heavy with weeping, for the doctor 
had given but little hope : earnestly had he been 
praying that Frank might be spared to him, when 
he suddenly saw a smile cross his poor fevered 
lips, arid he heard him utter something very softly. 
It sounded like his own name, yet could it be 
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that he was thinking of him in his delirium ? He 
drew nearer, and faintly, like the sighing of a 
breeze, he heard Frank say, ** Dear old George." 

There was no delirium, no unconsciousness, 
the battle was over. God had given him life. 
Yet it was a very feeble state that he had been 
left in, and unless stimulants were instantly given, 
the doctor had said, when consciousness re- 
turned, he would surely die, for the reaction 
after the fever is always so great For hours 
George, his mother, and Mr. Drewett, who hap- 
pened to be downstairs at the time, and had in- 
stantly come up at George's signal for his aunt, 
were occupied in giving stimulants to Frank. 
The flame of life was very feebly flickering when 
they had first entered the room, not knowing 
what to expect from the sudden summons. 
George had only pointed at the bed : their eyes 
told them the rest. Frank was free of the fever. 
The stimulants told upon him at length, and the 
three watchers had the satisfaction of seeing him 
sink quietly off to sleep. 

All danger was not over, till about four days 
afterwards, when though but a shadow of his 
former self, the doctor pronounced Frank to be 
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on a fair way to recovery. Who can picture 
the joy of the whole house, and not only of the 
house, but of the neighbourhood ? Frank was 
not to die, but to live. As to George, he hardly 
seemed able to contain his joy, though as Mr. 
Drewett remarked, "We shall soon have you 
to look after if you don't take care of yourself a 
little now." 

Recpveiy in cases of this sort is generally very 
slow and tedious. The coldness of the weather 
retarded Frank's progress, as they had to guard 
against all exposure to cold and draughts, and 
on no account was he allowed to leave the house 
till nearly five weeks had passed by. 

During all that time Mr. Drewett was a con- 
stant visitor, and it soon became evident to all 
that Frank's illness had changed him ; he was 
more thoughtful, but still gay and happy. 

George was not destined to fall a victim to the 
fever. He was knocked up by his long watch- 
ing by Frank's bedside, but he soon recovered 
with care what strength he had lost. 

" I don't think, George," said Frank, one day 
as his cousin was sitting with him, " that I ever 
before knew what death meant. I had heard of 
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people dying, but I gave it no thought. I've 
been very near the grave, old fellow : I wonder 
where I should have gone to, had I died, for I 
have never tried to live for God." 

"You need not question that now, Frank. 
Try and feel that you have life before you now, 
and in the strength of Jesus Christ make new 
resolutions." 

"So I will : but, George, how am I to thank 
you for all your love to me? You might have 
caught the fever, and died. Why did you run 
the risk r 

" Because I didn't fear death, Frank, and I 
knew that if God intended me to take the fever, 
I should do so. Besides, I love you too much 
to leave you when I can be of use." 

Frank put out his thin white fingers, and took 
hold of George's hand. 

" I ain't worthy of you, George, that I ain't. 
You won't believe me, I dare say, but it's all 
true. Do you know that some time ago when 
you first joined the choir, I determined I'd try 
and get you to give it up by making you feel 
ashamed of it. I was little aware of the courage 
of your heart then. I didn't like to see you do 
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what I couldn't, and I never could bear the 
thought of having to live for God. It seemed 
to me so silly to talk of being serious and reli- 
gious when I was young. How could one enjoy 
the world and its pleasures, I thought, if one 
had always to ask whether a thing was right ? I 
often hid things from you that I did when I 
afterwards found out how little you cared for my 
laughing at you, and how manfully you kept your 
own ways and thoughts. I was afraid of you some- 
times, for I couldn't understand you, and when I 
saw you loved me so much, I felt ashamed often 
of myself. I used to tell the chaps that you 
were good for nothing but church. I soon found 
out my mistake. I always have loved you, 
George; you made me in spite of myself. I 
often wanted to hate you for being so serious 
and good, but I couldn't do it. For the last 
six months you've made me see what a mistaken 
fellow I am ; and though I've often teased you, 
I didn't really mean it, for I knew you were the 
best, dearest old fellow in the world, It's all 
you that have made me feel as I do now: I 
want to try and live as you have, and I shall be, 
I know, far happier than I ever was before. 



AND OUT OF THE CHOIR. 77 

George, you have* made me see that serving 
God makes a fellow manly and not cowardly, 
strong and not weak." 

''Try for something higher than to follow 
me, Frank. We have a glorious example, Mr. 
Drewett says, in our Saviour, and it is right 
that we should strive to be like Him. He has 
left us an example that we should follow His 
steps." 

Foiu: months after this, when the spring sun- 
shine was bringing out the buds on the trees, 
and opening out to Nature a new existence in 
another year, when Hursleydown was losing its 
dreary aspect of winter, and blossoming afresh 
in new beauties, the church bells rang out their 
Sunday chimes. There was a large assembly 
flocking to church — ^a larger congregation than 
usual. The Bishop of the diocese was to hold 
a Conflrmation that morning, and there were 
about a hundred and twenty candidates to be 
presented. 

As the surpliced choir marched into church 
headed by George, there followed in their rear a 
boy also surpliced, but apparently disconnected 
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with them, for he seated himself apart from the 
choir. The service continued, and the Confir- 
mation candidates were, at the end of the Morn- 
ing Prayer, addressed by the bishop, after which 
the Confirmation Service was commenced. 
When the moment came for those who were to 
be confirmed to leave their places to kneel 
before the Bishop, the boy before ibentioned 
left his seat, and walked up with the others. 
Many an eye fell on that snow-white surplice 
among the other groups of young men, and many 
a question perhaps was raised when rising from 
the chancel step where the Bishop's chair was 
placed, Frank Mathews took his seat in the 
choir beside George. He had entered it at last. 

We must again hurry over several months. 
Two boys are standing in the field where a year 
ago we found them. The harvest is come. The 
summer is past. They are both grown taller, 
and deserve more the title of men than boys. 

" I say, George, do you remember what I told 
you here last year about your being spoilt by 
being in the choir ?" 

"Yes, that I do; and do you think it has 
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cx>me to pass, and your words and fears been 
realized?" 

" You wretched fellow ! Don't you know how 
often I have told you the shame I feel even now 
^en I remember those words ? I used to think 
I could not be happier, but I aniy George. I 
feel that living i& a different thing when one's 
object is to try and serve God, and that far from 
it being unmanly, it makes me feel twice my 
former self. I haven't lost either in friends, as 
I used to say I should when you first asked me 
to enter the choir." 

George smiled at his Cousin, and in that smile 
was a peculiarly happy look. Yes ! Frank, the 
once madcap, was now the most steady of the 
Hiusleydown choir-boys. In body he was grown 
more manly, in appearance more noble ; wear- 
ing the surplice had not brought the dreaded 
change. As regarded friends, few were more 
popular than he was. The old set had died 
away, and a new and improved one taken its 
place. 

George walked up close to Frank's side as he 
ceased speaking, he put his arm carelessly roimd 
his neck, and whispered some words in his ear. 
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The breeze bore them away, but tiiey brought 
back Frank's reply, 

'' Oh, George, you know I do ! and what is 
more, I owe it all to you, and God bless you for 
it. You have taught me that 'trying to be 
good,' when God helps us, does not make life 
dull or unhappy. Yes, I am far happier in the 
choir than I ever was out of it." 
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bursoje School." 4d. 

The Chobistebs of S. Maby'b. A Legend, a.d. 

1143. 4d. 

Little Walteb, the Lame Choilisteb. 4d. 
The Singebs. By the Rev. F. E. Paget. 4d. 



Abbey Lands. A Tale. By W. S. Rockstro. 

Fcap. 8yo. 58. 

" We must here take leave of the author, greatlv commending the high tone 
of principle and the devoted fervour with which his work is filled throughout. 
.... Tne book is interesting, gracefully written, and rich in true andnoUe 
tfaonghts."-vS4X^;M:riiMMr. 

The Apple Blossom ; or, a Mother's Legacy. By 

OuTZ Titian. Fcap.Sro. 8s.0d. 
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Amt, the Kino's Daughtbb. 4d. 

A story of one who really felt and acted as a daughter of the Great Ktaig of 
hearen and earth. 

Alice Beresford ; a Tale of Home Life. By the 

Author of '* Tales of Klrkbeck/' &c. Third edition. Fcap. 
8TO., dotht 88. 6d. 

** Here we recog^nlse the author of the excellent 'Tales of Kirkbeck' fai the 
devotional feeling evident in erery page, and in the deep realisation of that 
spiritnal life in the world and out tOiW-Seclesiastie, 

Archib's Ambition. A Tale. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

*' A most exquisite story; and though of extreme pathos yet without nn- 
realitv or affectation. It has the wannest recommendation we can possibly 
giTe."— £Mr«»y Churchman, 

Ayice; or, a Page from the History of Imperial 

Rome. ^ B. F. Pollard. Fcap. 8to. 8b. od. 

** A charming little storr of early Christian fUth and strugi^es under Caligula 
and Nero. The antlior has tiUffia much pains with the work, and the ronlt 
is the production of a most interestittg book. In it will be found a deUdoos 
freshness that would make the reputation of a bigger book."— /^/«r O^ioH, 

Adyentures of Olaf Trygoteson, Kino of 

Norway. A Tale of the Tenth Centnxy, showing how Chria> 
tianitj was introduced into Norway. By Mrs. J. J. Reed. 
Fcap. Sto. Ss. (id. 

" The authoress has happUv combined amusement and Instruction. It is no 
light praise that Mrs. Reed has given us the information so pleasantly that 
very few will close her book through weaiisomeness."— yMx SmU, 

Ben's Anqel. By the Author of "Neddie's Care," 

&c. lOmo. fid. 

The Birthday. A Tale. By the Author of 

'< Gideon,** "Josiah,"&c. Fifth edition. Fcap. 8to. 8s. fid. 

This valuable present book, by a late Noble Lady, contains the account of 
the daily life of tnree or four young people, their failli:^ and virtues. 

The Bishop's Little Daughter. A Tale for 

theYonng. Fifth edition. l8mo. 3s. 

Beatrice : a Tale of the Early Christians. By A. 

Bonos. i8mo. is. fid. 

Baptismal Vows; or, the Feast of S. Barnabas. 

i8mo. is. 

Book of Church History, founded on the Rev. 

W. Palmer's <* Ecclesiastical History.*' 6th edit. iSmo. is. 
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Bethany, a Pilgrimage ; and Maodala, a Day by 

the Sea of Galilee. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, Vicar of Broad- 
windsor, Dorset. Second edition. Fcap. 8vo.. is. 6d. 

"A graphic account of what Mr. Malan saw and felt. It will be of service 
to a la^e class of readers."— C/rrtica/ youmat. 

The Children of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 

iSmo. 3s. 

" This is a capital collection of stories for readit^ in the nursery and school- 
room. Interesting and instructive at the same time, they cannot be too 
strongly recommended."— ^oAn Bull. 

Chapters on Animals; or, Annie Grant's Play- 
mates, same* cloth, is. 

Chapters on Plants ; or, Marion's Herbal. 32mo. 

doth, is. 

Chapters on the Tb Deum. By the author of 

" Earth's Man7 Voices.*' I ffmo., cloth, as. 

Christmas Present for Children. From the 

German. 18mo. is. 

GiTes a lively account of how Christmas*tide was spent by rich and ooor, in 
the village of weld ; and the lesson is taught that riches, if spent entirely on 
ourselves, will surely bring disappointment and vexation. 

Chronicles op S. Mary's; or, Tales of a Sister- 
hood. . By S. D. N. Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

" The book before us is not merely new, but it could not have been even 
Invented as a fancy sketch by the most imaginative writer a verv few years 
ago. And that because it deals with the now familiar work of Sisterhoods, 
and gives some glimpses into the inner ways of an English Convent. We have 
to thank the author tor some pleasant hours of reading, and most of those who 
follow our example will gain besides much information which we had gatiiered 
before in a more direct manner."— CAMr^A Titnes. 

CressinohaM; or, the Missionary. By Charlotte 

Priscilla Adams. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

Conversations with Cousin Rachel. 4 Parts, 

in 1 vol. cloth, 28. 6d. 

Cottage Homes ; or. Tales on the Ten Command- 
ments. By H. Yorke. With engravings, ismo., cloth, as. 

Charity at Home. By the Author of «* Working 

and Waiting." l8mo. 28. 

" A pleasant and very profitable tale, showing how one member of a familj*, 
and that a ^t\, may ware! off poverty and suffering from the rest by persevering 
exertions and unsdfish principles."— Gw<in/iji». 
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A Chbonicle of Day bt Day. By Miss E. 8. B. 

Sydn^. Fcap. 8to. 68. 

The Chubch Catechism. With the Confirmation 

Service. Beautifally illostrated by John Qilbert. Cheap 
edition, 6d. j on tinted paper in cloth gilt edges, is. 

The Chubchman's Companion. A Monthly Maga- 
zine. Od. 
First Series in 40 toIs. cloth, published at Ss. fld. each, reduced 

to as. each. 
Second Series, 6 vols, cloth, reduced to Ss. each. 
Third Series, enlarged, commenced January, 1870. Vols. I. 
to XVII. 8vo., cloth, 4s. each. 

The Coasts of Tybe and Sidon, a Narrative. By 

the Bev. S. C. Malan. Fcap. Svo. is. 

" No one can follow Mr. Malan In his reverent and truthful description of 
these holy places, without feeling that the scenes have a life and reality im- 
parted to them that in our minds they did not possess before."— CAMrvAffMm'tf 
Companion. 

Classical Tales and Legends. By the late Rev. 

W. B. Flower. i8mo. as. j cheap edition, is. 

These Tales are free translations from parts of Ovid and other authorSi and 
adapted to tiie minds of children. 

CONVEBSATIONS ON THE HiSTOBY OP ENGLAND, for 
the use of Children. By C. A. B. Edited by the Btr. J. 
Baines. i8mo., as. 0d. 

The Child's New Lesson Book, or Stories for Little 

Beaders. iSmo. is. j cloth, is. 0d. 

Deepdene Minsteb; or, Shadows and Sunshine. 

By Cecilia Mac Gregor. Fcap. 8yo. is. Od. 

A Dbop in the Ocean ; or, short Legends and Fairy 

Tales. By Agnes and Bessie, is. 

Easy Readings fbom the Histoby op England. 

For the use of Little Children. By Mary E. C. Moore. Edited 
by the Bev. M. W. Mayow, M.A. Second edition. 18mo. 9e. 

Ellen Mebton ; or, the Pic-nic. By Mrs. Stone, 

author of "God's Acre," "The Art of Needlework/* ftc. 
l8mo. Is. fid. 

Estheb Meble, and other Tales. By Mrs. Frances 

Vidal, author of " Tales of the Bush," ftc. l8mo. is. 0d. 
CONTBNTS!--John Salter: or, the Inconsiderate Marriage.— Three Neigh- 
bours ; or, the fnvyini; of others, &c. 

A 3 
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Evening Meetings ; or, the PaBtor among the Boys 

of his Flock. By C. M. S. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 

Fanny's Flowers; or, Fun for the Nursery. With 

several engraTinirs. is. j cloth g:ilt, is. 0d. 

The Fall of Cbcesus: a Story from Herodotus. 

By the late Key. W. Adams, author of "The Shadow of the 
Cross,** " The Old Man's Home," &c. New edition. Fcap. 
8TO. Ss. Od. 

" One of the most strikingly told stories culled from the annals of antiquity." 
^€hristian Remembratuer. 

First Truths for the Little Ones. By Ellen 

Lipscombe. 18mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Frederick Gordon, or the Storming of the Hedan. 

By a Soldier's Daughter. Royal l8mo. is. 

A Tale of courage and perseverance of a yotmg officer in the Crimean War, 
with an account of the founding of the Military Hospital at Netley near 
Southampton. 

FoNTNELL S. Chad. A Reminiscence. Crown 8vo., 

cloth, 4s. 

Flowers and Fruit. For Little Children. 32mo. 

cloth, 18. 

Gentle Influence; or, The Cousin's Visit. By 

Miss F. M. Levett. Second edition. i8mo. is. 

The Gunt-Slayers. BytheAuthor of "Clevedon 

Chimes," &c. l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

Going Home. A Story. By F. G. W. Second 

edition. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Grace Alford ; or the Way of Unselfishness. By 

C. M. Smith. 18mo. is. 6d. 

Hatherleigh Cross. By Mrs. F. J. Mitchell. 

l8mo. is. 

Harry's Help. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. Square 

lOmo. is. 

Henrietta's Wish. A Tale. By the Author of 

*< The Heir of Redclyfife." Fifth edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

" We hare seldom seen a book for the voung less exajgfgerated, or more true 
to nature. The gulf between good and Sad is generalfy so wide that no child 
can ever aspire to being so saintlike as the one, or dread being so criminal as 
the other. ' Henrietta'sWish' is clear of theseextremes."— ilf«rM^>i^ ChronicU. 

" The characters, dialogue, the tenderness and beauty of many of the scenes 
are remarkable; the reality and vigour ef the conversations are delightfuL"— 
CMrirtian Rtmen^ancer, 
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The Holy Chl " JH throughout all the Wobi«p* 

By the Rev. S. Fox. iSmo. 8s. ; cheap edition, la. 

Bemg an account of the Church from the time of the Apostles to the present 
day, simply told for the use of young people. 

Holiday Hours. By the Author of "The Little 

Comforters.'* 82ino., cloth. Is. 

Holidays at S. Mary's ; or. Tales in a Sisterhood. 

Bv the Author of "Chronicles of S. Mary's." Second 
edition. l6mo. cloth, Ss. fid. 

"Thestoriesareallgoodandworthyof their author. The last is so ctever, 
so original and bears a moral so valuable and yet so seldom enforced that we 
are specially anxious it should not escape observation.''— Z.^;iWiitry ChurchmoH, 

" A delightful volume. The last story is almost worthy of Tieck."— C/M^;m 
Review. 

" There is pith in * HoUdays at S. Mary's.' The stories are both adminbte 
and effective. '—(rManffa». 

The Home at Heatherbrae. By the Author of 

*' Everiey." Fcap. 8to. Ss. 6d. 

Home for Christmas. 18mo., cloth, Is. 6d. 

" A Tale of American Life fViIl of pleasant writing and good teaching. The 
story carries you on with unflagging vaX.txcA."'— English Churchman. 

Home Trials ; a Tale for the Middle Classes. By 

Mrs. Vidal. iSmo. Ss. 

** By no means unworthy of Mrs. Vldal's pen Mrs. ^Hdal writes when 

she has something to say, and therefore for the most part says it well."— <rMar' 
dian. 

Higher Claims ; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday 

School Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour. l8mo. 
is.; cloth, is. 6d. 

Sets forth the great advantage that would accrue to the Church If the yonag 
persons of the middle classes were aroused to consider the full extent of het 
claims upon them, as wdl as on their superiors in wealth or station. 

Hilary S. Magna; or, The Nearest Duty First. A 

Tale. Fcap. sto. 48. 

Hubert Neville. A Tale. By the Author of 

some of the '* Church Stories;" "Stories on the Festirals/* 
&c. Fcap. 8T0. is. 

Ion Lester. A Tale of True Friendship. ByC.H.H. 

Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

A Tale of one who, bom to riches and with every inducement to make this 
world his chief concern, yet devotes himself nobly to the good of his friends 
and people, and passes unhurt through all the flattery and luxttry consequent 
on his posinon. 
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The Incumbent of Axhill. A Sequel to ^ The 

Chorister Brothers." Fcap. 8to. 8s. 0d. 

Ivo AND Vebena ; or, the Snowdrop. By the Au- 
thor of *<Coasfai Rachel." Eighth edition. l8mo., doth, ss. 

A Tale of the conrersloii, life, and Influence of an early convert to the Chris- 
tian Faith, in the countries of the North. 

IVON. By the Author of " Aunt Agnes," and ** Is he 

dever ?" Fcap. Svo. Ss. 6d. 

Lessons for Little Children on the Seasons 

ot THB Church. By C. A. R. Second edition, is. 

Lessons for Little Children from the His- 
tory OF THR Church. By C. A. R. is. 

*'We have fl^eat pleasure in commendlne two little sets of 'Lessons for 
Little Children,' by C. A. R. They are both written with much Judgment."— 
Church Times. 

Life-at-Ease Incumbents. Sketches by Mark 

Parsons. Crown 8to. as. 6d. 

The Squire Incumbent— The Invalid IncumbeD^-The Fisherman Incumbent. 

A Life's Search. By £. S. B. Sydney. Foap. Svo., 

doth, 4s. fid. 
**It often happens to us to be asked to name some good popular book set- 
ting forth the augers of tampering ^rith religious doutn. It very seldom hap- 
pens that we canfilt upon the exact thing that is wanted, and we are therefore 
the more reloiced at meetfaig with a really powerfully written book like * A 
Life's S9iuak."'—Zitermy Churchman, 

Little Alice and her Sister. Edited by the 

Rer. W. Gresley. ifimo. Ss. 
The account of a little Girl who learned to deny hendf, and think of others 
before herself. 

The Little Comforters, and other Tales. d2mo., 

doth, IS. 

Little Mabel. A True Story. By the Author of 

" The Birthday Wreath.** i8mo., fid. j doth, 9d. 

Local Legends. By the Author of " Cecil Dean/' 

&c. l6mo., cloth, Ss. od. 
CONTENTS:— The Legend of the Founder's Dreams.— A Legend of S. Os- 
mund's Priory.— The Barons' Tryst. . A Legend of the " Roses."— The Last 
Cantilupe. A Legend of Queenhope Manor.— Furzy Fallow : or, the L^end 
of Old Court— Irene. A Legend of Sunshine.— Miss Mildred s Picnic ; or, the 
Legend of the Lake. 

Lovinq Sertice ; or, a Sister's Influence. By Elixa 
A. Bayliss. Fcap. Svo. Ss. 0d. 
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The Loyal Heabt, and other Tales for Boys. 

Translated from the German. By Frances M. Wilbraham. 
With Engravings. Second edition. l8mo. 2s. 0d. cloth j in a 
packet, 28. 

The Loyal Heart— The Golden Locket— The Blind Boy ; or, Trust in Provl> 
dence— The Youngf Robinson Crusoe— "Thou shalt not Steal"— A Tale of 
S. Domlnn^. 

Lucy and Christian Wainwright, and other 

Tales. By the Aathor of "Aggesden Vicarage," "The 
Wynnes," &c. Fcap. sto., cloth, 3s. 0d. 

The Maiden Aunt's Tales. By S. M., author of 

'< The Use of Sunshine.*' " Nina," &c. Fcap. 8to. 3s. Od. 
"The moral of the whole is tlie happy influence of such a frame of mind, 
sanctified hy r^;lon, on the less perfect characters with which it is brought 
Into contact."— TMm Bull. 

Maby and Mildbed. a Tale for Girls. Edited by 

the Rer. Stair Douglas. Second edition, l8mo., cloth, 2s. 
Showing in the life and friendship of two girls the error of acting on impulse 
without tJEe aid of strict Christian principle. 

Mabk Dennis; or, the Engine-Driver. A Tale of 
the Bailway. By the Author of *<The Chorister Brothers," 
&c. Second edition. i8mo. 2s. 

The Meeting in the Wilderness. An Imagi- 
nation, wherein Divine Loye is set forth. By the Author of 
" The Dirine Master." is. 

Memoibs of an Abm-Chaib. Written by himself. 

Edited hy the Author of *' Margaret Stourton," ** The Missing 
SovereijRi," &c. Square l6mo. is. 

Mebcy Downeb; or, Church and Chapel. 12mo.y 

wrapper, (Ml. } cloth, is. 

" We can recommend this as the rery best story book for a parish or ser- 
vant's hall library that we haTe met with. *—Z.(;£frary Churchman. 

" A grotesquely real sketch of Dissent and its frequent causes."— iVimift{y 
Packet, 

Milly Wheeleb. By the Author of " Amy Wilson." 

ismo. 6d. 

Minnie's Bibthday, and other Stories for Children. 

By Marietta. With four Illustrations by Cnthbert Bede. 
Fcap. 8vo. 28. 

MiDSUMMEB Holidays at Pbinces Obeen. By 

Mrs. Eccles, author of ** The Riches of Poverty." ismo. is. 
A Tale on the duties of young children to their aged relatives. 

My Birthday Eve. A Waking Dream. With or- 
namental borders, is. Od. 

My Little Patient. A Tale of Hospital Life. 

Second Edition. l8mo., 0d. j cloth, is. 

Neddie's Cabe; or, "Suffer the Little Children.'' 
With eight niostrations. l(hno., dctb, Is. 
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The Noble Army of Mabttrs. By the Rev. S. 

Fox. l8mo., cloth, Ss. ; paper carer, is. 

Containing: sliort Lives of S. StefMien ; S. fames ; S. Barnabas ; S. Timothy ; 
S. Polycvp ; S. Ignatius ; S. Clement ; S. Irenaeus ; S. Dtonysius ; S. Jusan 
Martjrr. suited for a clas-reading book. 

"Just the book for circulation among cliildren or a Parochial Lending Li- 
brary : what ire want in the Upper Classes of our National Schools."— £n^/ixA 
Xrtnew, 

NoBTHWODE Pbioby. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the 

Author of " EverleT." Fcap. Sro. lOs. 6d. 

A Noble Aim. JBy Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender 
Cndlip.) Published for the Benefit of the Devon House of 
Mercy. Fcap. Svo., is. 
"Extremely well told, by a writer at once graceful and refined.**— £/>M'(Mf 

XevHetv. 

NuBSE Amy. 6d. 

The Old Coubt House. A Tale. ISmo. Is. 

One Stoby by Two Authobs ; or, a Tale without 

a Moral. B7 J. I., author of " A Rhyming^ Chronicle /' and 
F. M. L., author of *' Gentle Influence," &c. Fcap. 8vo. 
8s.6d. 
" Has the great merit of being original in the ideas it contains and the man> 
ner in which it is treated,"— Cier&afyoumai. 

Oswald ; a Tale of the Early Church. An Account 

of the Foundingr of Latin Christianity in our Island by S. 
Augustine, a.d. 506. By the Rev. C. W. H. Kenriclc, B.A., 
Brasenose College, Oxford, and Curate of S. John Evangelist, 
Newbury. iSmo. is. 6d. 

Parish Tales. Beprlnted from the " Tales of a 

London Parish.** In a packet, is. 0d. 
CONTENTS :— Denis the Beggar Boy; The Old Street Sweeper; Honor 
O'Keefe; There's a Skeleton in every House; Christian Flower's Story; My 
Catechumens; The Hill-side Cottage. 

Pearls Re-strung. Stories from the Apocrypha. 

By Mrs. Th. Mackamess, author of " A Trap to Catch a Sun- 
beam,** &c. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 0d. 

The Prisoners of Craigmacaire. A Story of the 

" '46.** Edited by the Author of •• The Divine Master." 

ISmo. Is. 
" A tale of the rugged northern shores, and record of the patient suffering 
and heroic faith that was once displayed in the lives of men obscure and un- 
known on eartli, but whose names were doubtless written in heaven."--/y</!wv. 

The Queen's Isle. Chapters on the Isle of Wight, 

wherein Scripture truths are blended with Island beauties. 
By Rosa Raine. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

Kaint MoRNiKGS WITH AuNT Mabel. ISmo., 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 
An endeavour to inculcate in familiar and easy conversations a knowledge 
of the eariy Christian Church, its struggles and tiriumphs, including the Cata* 
combs, and early missions. 
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Eosa's Summbb Wanderings. By Rosa Raine. 

Fcap. 8V0. 58. 

Robert and Ellen. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

" A tale told with more than aTerajee power. It Is much beyond the common 
range of stories for parish libraries. —CMan/fVi». 

The Root of the Matter ; or the Village Class. 

is.; cloth, IS. 6d. 

Ruth Leyison; or Working and Waiting. Is.; 

cloth, 18. 6d. 

Savonarola, Scenes in the Life of. By C. M. P. 

l8mo., doth, 38. 6d. 

Scenes of Suburban Life. By Anna B. F. Leigh 

Spencer, auU&or of "The Co-Heiress of WiUingham," &c. 
Fcap. Svo. 48. 6d. 

" An entertaining and forcible sketch of mission work in a neglected London 
district. The tale Itself is full of interest, displaying the writers happy power 
of description and delineation of character.**— f/ii^^m Review. 

Sermon Stories for Children's Seryices and 

HoHB RxADiwoB. By the Rev. H. Honsman, Cnrate of 
Barnes j Aathor of " Readings on the Psabns." lOmo., cloth, 
ss. 

" Having read the Easter Day Sermon story to a large congregation ef 
children, we can speak from experience of the interest excited by this touching 
allecnory, which appears to be the gem of the book." — Church Bells. 

"Will be found very helpful in children's services, readings at school, and 
even in some of those Cottage Lectures which require to have some life and 
interest in them."— 77(« Guardian. 

Shadows and Realities. By Mrs. Chatto. Crown 

8vo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Sisters of Charity, and some Visits with them. 

Being: Letters to a Friend in England. Two Engravings, is. 

Snow-bound in Cleeberrie Grange. A Christ- 
mas story. By O. E. Roberts. Dedicated to John Raskin, 
Esq. 2s. 6d. 
" An attractive volume for the young, and not devoid of instruction either." 

—Christian Rementbrancer. 

SoMERFORD Priory. By Cecilia Mac Gregor. Crown 

870. 28. 

Stort of a Dream ; a Mother's Version of the olden 

Tale of " Uttle Red Riding Hood/' wherein that tale is made 
to bear a Christian lesson. l8mo. is. 

Stories for Choristers. ISmo., cloth, 2s. 

" One of the most suitable books we know for a prize or present to a choir 
boy. One and all are thoroughly good and elevating ; and boys will b« sure 
to like lYkKm."— Literary Churchman. 

Stories of Genesis for the Little Ones. By 

Mary Caanter. i8mo., is. 6d. 
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Stobies on the Commandments. The First Table: 

"My Daty towards God." By the Rev. H. Hill. l8mo., 
cloth, ]■. 

Stories on the Commandments. The Second Table : 

"My Daty towards My Neighbour.*' By W. S. Rockstro. 
18mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

The Two Parts in 1 vol. cloth, Ss. 

Stories and Lessons on the Festitals, Fasts, 

AND Saints' Days. 82 books in a packet, 88. In 8 vols., 
cloth, 88. 

Stories of Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home 

Tales. By the Rev. H. D. Pearson, lamo., cloth, 2s. 

Stories on the Beatitudes. By the Rev. G. F. 

Pearson. i8mo., cloth, is. 

Stories for Young Servants. By Anna Butler. 

Snd edit., with an additional Story. With engravings, as. 6d . 

Summerleigh Manor; or. Brothers and Sisters. 

A Tale. Fcap. 8vo. ss. Od. 

Sunday Wales and Talks ; or, Conversations on 

the Church Services. By the Author of "The Root of the 
Matter) or, the Village Class." l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Sylvester Enderby, the Poet. By Louis Sand, 

author of <* The Voices of Cliristmas." Fcap. 8vo. is. 

"The story is full of interest itself, well and pleasantly told, but its value 
lies in the lessons it so forcibly teaches,— lessons of warnings on the one hand 
against the cares and riches of this world, and aeainst that philosophical scep- 
ticism which so invariably creates an evil heart of unbelief."— CAMrrA Review. 

Scholar's Nosegay. A series of Tales and Con- 
versations on Rowers. S2mo., cloth, is. 

Scripture Reading Lessons for Little Chil- 

DRBN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the Lord Bishop of 
Oxford. 18. 6d. Second Series, 2s. Complete in one vol., 
88. 6d. 

Tabby's White Hyacinth; or, Easter Offerings. 

By the Author of " Neddie's Care," &c. i6mo., cloth, 2s. 

Tales of the Empire; or, Scenes from the His- 
tory of the Hoase of Hapsburg. By the Rev. J. Baines, 
author of the " Life of Archbishop Laud," &c. l8mo. ls.6d. ; 
paper, is. 

" Mr. Baines has selected several of the best known and most interestinjg^ 
events, and made them the groundwork for a set of short stories. The idea ts 
a happy one, and has been weQ carried out. Mary and Maximilian, Charles V. , 
WaUenstein, Maria Theresa, and Radetzky, can hardly fail to make a story* 
book attractive. "—GtMnfi^iff. 
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Tales fok the Bush. By Mrs. F. Vidal. Fifth 

edition. Fcap. 8vo. 88. 6d. 

Tales op Faith and Providence. By the late 

Rev. W. B. Flower. l8mo. 8s. 

"Taken from ancient* sources, and related with considerable spirit."— 
EccUsiastic. 

Tales of Cbowbbidoe Workhouse. By M. A. B. 

With a Preface by Louisa Twining. ISmc, cloth, ss. 

*' Great freshness and hidividuality distinguish these sketches. For those 
who like to study character there are many genuine 'bits' true to nature, and 
wrought up as minutely as a Dutch cabinet picture. Ladies and gentlemen 
who do not wish always to read of life as a romance, and who are earnest 
enough in thought and in afan to wish to know the hard realities of life, may 
perhaps find in this book means of usefulness for which they will be thankfuL^' 
—Court youmai. 

Tales of a London Parish, &c. By the Author 

of " Tales of Kirkbeck.'* Second edition, 1 8mo., as. 6d. 

** Reveals by the help of a skilful and powerfU hand, directed by deep rdi- 
eious earnestness, much of the sin, sorrow, the mental, moral, and spiritual 
darkness which L^ondon hides from the world's gaze. A book to be read and 
thought about."— ;fVj-^ qf England Conservative. 

Tales of My Duty towards My Neighbour. 

S2mo., is. 

'* Fourteen good storiesfor little children which cannot fail to be appreciated 
by those for whom they are intended."— £/»»;» Review. 

Tales for Me to Bead to Myself. With Twelve 

Engrayings drawn by Macqnoid. 3rd Edition. l6mo. 9s. fid. 

*' These stories are intended to be put into the hands of little children, who. 
though only able to master very easy words, may yet be wishing to read to 
themselves. They were written to supply the want which is sometunes felt, of 
a book sufficiently easy for this purpose, and yet more entertaining than the 
short sentences in spelling \iOQ)fs."— Preface. 

" Is an excellent book, which will be found very acceptable to those for whose 
benefit it was published. It is simple, and attractive at the same time."— 
Union Review. 

"A deUghtful litUe children's story-book."— CAMfvA Review. 

Tales of the Ancient British Church. New 

and cheaper edition, with an additional Tale. By the late 
Yen. Archdeacon Evans, author of " The Rectory of Vale- 
head," &c. . l8mo. 28. fid. 

" Weheartilj welcome this new edition of these Tales, at lets than half their 
original price."— CAMnrAmow'j Companion. 

Thinking for Oneself ; or, an Adventure of the 

Carewes. Reprinted from ** The Monthly Packet.'* l8mo., 
ss. cloth. 

Tiny Pollie's Ups and Downs. With Illustrations. 

By the Author of ** Neddie's Care." ifimc, doth, Ss. fid. 
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The Toweb Builders, and The Two Merchants. 

fid. 

Trust. By the Author of '* Beginnings of Evil." 

18mo. 98. 

The Two Guardians ; or, Home in this World. By 

the Author of " The Heir of Redclyffe." Fifth edition. 
Crown 8TO. 08. 

Nothing can b« finer than the heroine ; an upright, trutliful character, 
wanting in tact, and not at first free from grare faults, yet full of deep feeling 
and true religion; strongly consistent, winning her way and inspiring hearty 
affection by her goodness, real kindness, and entire honesty."—- CArif/i<t» He- 
fMtmbrancer. 

The Voices of Harvest. By the Right Rev. 

R. Mllman, D.D., Lord Bl8hop of Calcutta. Fcap. 8vo. 8d. ; 

cloth, 18. 
"An eloquent and religion-breathing little book, in which the marvellons 
operations of the harvest are pointed out in beautiful language, and occasion 
thence taken to remind the reader of the necessity of culuvating the soul and 
heart, that we may reap the harvest of eternal happiness."— Ari'rMi)^ Pott, 

A.VlLLAQE Stort FOR VILLAGE MAIDENS. In Three 
Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Tliree Starts in 
Life. ISmo., cloth, Ss. 6d. 

Voices of Christmas. A Tale. By Louis Sand. 

With an illustration by Dalziel. Fcap. Svo. 8s. 

" We have seldom seen a Christmas book which appeared to us more tho- 
roughly successfuL A hearty, English tale, full of piquancy and interest, with 
considerable humour, in which an under-current of earnest feeling teaches one 
of the deepest truths of our religion."— Ar/er^iatx/^. 

Voyage to the Fortunate Isles. Is.; cloth Is. 6d. 

An Allegory of the sea of life with hs waves and tides, ripples and storms, 
and each soul In a boat therein, with compass, sails, pilot, chart, &c. 

Was it a Dream ? or, the Spirit of Evil-speaking — 

and Thb Nbw Churchyard; or, Whose will be the First 
Grave ? By the Author of " Amy Herbert." is. 6d. ; paper, is. 

The "Way through the Desert; or, the Caravan. 

By the Right Rey. R. Milman, D.D., Lord Bishop of Calcutta. 
Fcap. Bto. fid. } cloth is. 

An All^ory, showing how we should walk here to attain life eternal here- 
after. 

Westerleigh, and other Tales. By Mrs. O. J. 

Preston. Fcap. Svo., doth, Ss. 6d. 

William Blake ; or, the English Farmer. By the 

Rev. W. E. Heygate. Fcap. Svo. Ss. 6d. 

An attempt to rouse the mhid of the English Fanner to a sense of the res- 
ponsibility which attaches to him in the body politic: full of domestic and 
familiar Incidents which add naturalness to the story. 
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The Wynnes; or, Many Men, Many Minds. A 

Tftle of eyery-day Ufe. By the Aathor of ** Agrgesden Vicar- 
agre." &c. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

The Widow and hek Son; and other Tales. 

Translated from the German . By the late Rev. W. B. Flower. 
i8mo. 28. 



BIOGRAPHY. 

Life of Db« Allestree, Canon of Christ Church 

in 1 049 . By Bishop Fell. He lived during the Tumults in the 
reign of King Charles I. Sd. 

Life of Bishop Hacket. By Thomas Flume, D.D., 

and edited with large additions and copious notes by Macken- 
zie B. C. Walcott, B.D.^Fcap. svo. 88. Gd. 

Life Of Nicholas Febrab, Citizen of London in 

] 642. Abridged from the Memoir of Dr. Peckard, 1790. 1 8mo., 
cloth, 28. 

Life o^ William Laud, Archbishop of Canterbury, 

and Martyr. By the Rev. John Baines, S. John's College, 
Oxford. Fcap. Svo. Ss. 6d. 

" In Mr. Baines we have no blind worshipper of the man, deeply though be 
be to be rerered by us all ; but one who can notice his defects as well as his 
virtues, and on whose Judgment therefore we can xf!iy"—03tfordHtreUd. 

Life of Sister Rosalie. By the Author of " Tales 

of Kirkbeck." Second Edition. Cloth, is. j cheap edition, 6d. 

Lives of Eminent English Divines. By the 

Rev. W. H. Teale. With Engravmgs, fis. ; or each Life sepa- 
rate, in paper covers. 

Life of Bishop Bull, 9d. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Jones of Nayland, is. 

Lives of Englishmen in Past Days. 

First Series : containing Herbert, Donne, Ken, Sanderson. 6d. 
Second Series : Kettlewell, Hammond, Wilson, MompesscHi, 

Bold. 6d. 
Third Series : Walton, Wotton, Earl of Derby, Collingwood, 

Raffles, Exmouth. lOd. 
Fourth Series : Alfired the Great, Sir Thomas More, John 

Bvelyn. is. 

In one volume, cloth, gilt, Ss. 6d. 
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Memoik of the Rey. R. A. Suckling, with Cor- 

ratpondence. Bt the late ReT. I. Williams. New edition. 
Fcap. 8TO. 8t. 6a. 

" A well defined picture of a Christian Clergyman llvlngf In these later days 
a Ufe of faith, and haTing a marked influence on friends and acquaintances, as 
well as on those committed to his chaxgc''—GuartiiaM, 

Mem oiB OF the Ret. H. Newland, M.A., Vicar 

of S. Marychnrch, and Chaplain to the Bishop of Exeter, 
Bj the Rer. R. N. Shntte, Rector of S. Mary Steps, Exeter. 
Fcap. t7o. as. 0d. 

A Memoir of the Pious Life and Holt Death 

OF Hblbn IiroLis. By the Bishop of Brechin. 4d. 

A short tale to show that it does not require "some great thing to make a 
Saint, and that the commonest and simplest action of erery-day life, in one's 
usual trade or occupation, if done from the lore of GOD and in His faith and 
fear, nay assume the value of high virtue." 

The Doctrine of the Cross. A Memorial of a 

Humble Follower of Christ. By the Author of " Derotiona 
for the Sick Room." l8mo. is. 

Memoir of John Aubonb Cook, B.A., Vicar of 

South Benfleet and Rural Dean. By the Rey. W. E^^H^gate, 
MJk. is. 

Memorul of Elizabeth A . 4d. 

Memorial of M. £. D. and G. E. D. Brief notes 

of a Christian life and very holy death. By T. B. P. 6d. 



HYMNS AND POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

By Mrs. C. F. ALEXANDER. 

FIFTIETH EDITION. 

Htmns for Little Children. 18mo. 6d. ; cloth, 

is. School edition, 3d. ; cloth, 6d. 
Accompanying Tunes for ditto by Dr. Gauutlett. 28. ffd. 

Moral Songs. With Thirty-nine Vignette Dlus- 

trations. i8mo. 8d.j cloth, is. School edition, 3d. 

Narrative Htmns for Village Schools. 18mo. , 

wrapper, 3d. 
Aocompaiqring Tunes for ditto* Ss. 6d. 
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Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and II., each Od. wrappor. Complete in one vol. 
doth, 18. 6d. 

Htmns, Descriptive and Devotional; for the 

Ute of School*. Sd. 

By the Author of " The Daily Life of a Christian 

Child." 
Daily Life of the Christian Child : a Poem, in 

which the daties of each day in a child's life are set forth. 
3d. in wrapper; cheap edition, wrapper, id. j on a sheet, Id. s 
mounted on board, 6d. 

Verses for the Sundays and Holydays of the 

Christian Ybar. With eight illustrations, as.) mo- 
rocco, 4S. 

Verses for Christian Children on the Duties, 

Trials, and Temptations of thrir Daily Litss. Edited 
by the Rev. J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D., Rector of 8. Nicholas', 
Guildford. Second edition. 6d. 

Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

With Illustrations. Od. 

Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

ninstrated by Dalziel. 0d. 

The Children's Bread. Verses on the Holy Com- 
munion. Id. 

The Baptismal Name, and The Flower Garden. 

0d. 

The Ten Commandments, set in easy Verse, for 

Young Children to commit to memory. 0d. 

" Applying the spiritual sense of the Commandmettts in simple Terse."— 
Bnghsh Rtview. 



Hymns for Children. By the late Eev. J. M. 

Neale, D.D. 8d. each Series, or bound tog:ether, is. 

First Series : Hymns for the Days of the Week, Hours, and 
Holy Days. 

Second Series : Hymns for Special Occasions— Church Duties, 
Priyile(ces, and Festivals. 

Third Series : Hymns chiefly for the Saints* Days. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and Enlarged edition. 0d. 
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Hymns on the Catechism. By the late Key. Isaac 

Williams, B.D. 6d., cloth is. 

Hymns fok Infant Children; on Church, School, 

Baptism, and Belief, fte. id. 
Accompanying Tones for ditto, by the Rer. J. B. pylces. Is. 

Verses for Children and the Child-like. By 

p. B. Weatherley, M.A., anthor of " Muriel,*' &c. Od. 

Last Sleep of a Christian Child : a Poem, show- 
ing how a Christian Child should meet deatii. Sd. in wrapper j 
on a sheet, id. { mounted on board, 0d. 
" Very touchii^ly ymiXXetL"— English Review, 

Prose Hymn for Children. By the Key. W. J. 

Jenkins, Rector of FilUngham. id., or 7s. per lOO. 

The Grandfather's Christmas Story. 6d. 

a true tale of a little boy who always kept in ndnd the SAVIOUR'S Love and 
Presence. 

" Simply and toachlngly told, in a strain likely to win the ear and heart of a 
young aiM."'^uffolkHeraid, 

By the same author. 

The Mother's Easter Offering. 6d. 

a tale in Verse of GOD'S chastening hand in the death of jroung children, 
and the mother's submission. 

Old William; or, the Longest Day. 6d. 

a tale in Verse of the good and unselfish use made by a little Girl of her 
nuMiey. 



POETRY. 

Athanasius, and other Poems. By a Fellow of a 

College. 2s. 

" The writer possesses the historical as well as the poetical mind. His tone 
reveals his deep sympathy with antiquity. His style of thought and versifica- 
tion frequently remind us agreeably of Mr. Keble. — Gi/anftkM. 

Annuals and Perennials; or, Seed-time and 

Harvest. By C. M. Waring. Demy 8to., beautiftOly Ulus- 

trated by Macquoid. 6s. 

Verses for every Sunday in the Year, chiefly founded on the Collects. 
Attrntal in their use, Perennial in their antiqraty. 
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Th£ Altar. By the late Rev. I. Williams, B.D., 

author of the ** Cathedral." Fcap. 8vo. ss. 6d. 

This work consists of Meditations in Verse on the several parts of the 
Service for the Holy Communion, applying them to corresponding parts of the 
Passion of our Lord. 

The Advent Collects Paraphrased in Verse. 

By the Rev. T. R. J. Lauflrhame, M.A. is. 

Christmas Eve, and other Poems. By Mrs. Cuth- 

bertOrlebar. i8mo. is. 

Claudia: the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. 

By A. M. Goodrich. Fcap. Svo., cloth, 88. Od. 

"Marked by a devotional spirit, pleasant to read, and unaffected. It con- 
tains a faithful picture of the early Church and many of its customs, its tone of 
feeling, perils, acts of heroism, and devoti(»i to CHRIST."— Oji^ord Htraid. 

Daily Hymns. A Volume of Poems. By the late 

Venerable Archdeacon Eyans, author of " Tales of the Ancient 
British Church." Fcap. 8vo. 38. 0d. 

Echoes from Old Cornwall. By the Rev. R. S. 

Hawker. Crown Svo. Ss. 6d. 

Echoes of our Childhood. By the Author of 

" Eyerley," &c. Fcap. 4to. 8b. 6d. 

"The prettiest book of nursery poems we have seen since the days of Jane 
Taylor's ever*memorable hooks.''-— MontMjf Packet. 
*' A volume of simple and pleasing verses."— <rMMiafusM. 

Gifts and Light. Church Verses. By the Rev. 

a. M. Morgan. Fcap. 8to. Ss. 

Hymns of the Holy Feast. Square 24mo., on 

tinted paper, and rubricated, sd. 

Hymns and Lyrics for the Seasons and Saints' 

DATS OP THB Church. By the Rev. 6. Moultrie. Fcap. 
Svo. 88. 6d. 

" In Mr. Moultrie's volume we have lighted upon an oasis in the desert. It is 
poetry, it is original poetry, and it is of very varied character."— Z,f,terary 
Churckntan. 

"Full of refined thought and pure religious {ce\\ng."— Ecclesiastic. 

" One of the best, if not, indeed, the very best volume of sacred poetry we 
have seen for some years."— Standard, A^il i8. 1867. 

Hymns for the Sick. By the late Rey. J. M. 

Neale. 0d.; clothi is. 

Intended to set before the sick and suffering some of those sources of "strong 
consolation" wblch It has pleased GOD to lay up for them. 

/ 



28 Published by Joseph Masters 8f Co,, 

The Intermediate State. A Poem. Dedicated 

(with penniasion from himself) to the late Aathor of ** The 
Christian Year." Feap. 8yo. is. 6d. 

Lays of Israel. By Amelia M. Loraine. 28. 6d. cl. 

"Evidences very considerable poetic powers."'— Ecderiastic. 

Lyra Sanctorum; Lays for the Minor Festivals. 

Edited by the Rev. W. J. Deane. Fcap. 8vo. ss. 6d. 

" We hail the appearance of such a book with pleasure : it is agreeably si£r. 
nificant as to the progress of sacred poetry in our age. It is a collection of 
historical ballads, deagned for the most part to commemorate the sufferings 
and celebrate the triumphs of those'^whowere martyred in the early ages of the 
Church. Many of the poems are singularly elegant and impressive."— ilftfryitV^ 
Post, 

Lays concerning the Early Church. By the 

Rer. J. F. Russell. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d: 

CONTENTS:— S. John's Torture: S. Ignatius; The Thundering Legion; The 
Martyr's Funeral; The Council of Nice ; S. Ambrose, &c. 

Lays of the Hebrews, and other Poems. By 

Mary Bemi. ismo. 2s. 

" There is a great deal of tpne and spirit in Miss Benn's I^srs of the Hebrews. 
The ' Grave ofSaul' would be creditable to any one, and there are other poems 
equally striking and melodious."— CMarK^uin. 

The Martyrdom op S. Polycarp. By the Rev. 

G. Moultrie. Svo. Is. 

Memorialia Cordis: Sonnets and Miscellaneous 

Poems. By the Rey. C. I. Black. Fcap. Svo. 2b. 6d. 

Contents:— To the Memory of W. Archer Butler; The Tomb of Swift; 
Famine of 1847; Rydal Mount; The Redbreast in Church; Gethsemane, &c. 

MEDiiEYAL Hymns, Sequences, and other Poems, 

translated by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Second Edition, as. 

The Nun op Enzklosterle ; a Legend of the 

Black Forest. By Mrs. T. Ogilyy, (nie Bosanquet.) 8s. Od. 

Poems. By the Rev. Claude Magnay. New edit. 

with additions. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

Poems. By C. A. M. W. Post Svo. 6s. 

PlETAS Pderilis ; or, Childhood's Path to Heaven, 
and other Poems. By the Rey. A. Evans. Svo. Ss. 6d. 

PiETAS Metrica. By the late Rev. T. M. Hopkins, 

Incombent of S. Saviour's, Faddington. Fcap. Svo. 88. Od. 



78, New Bond Street. 29 

Prefabatiyes for Death. Being Selections from 

the Poems of Bishop Ken. ismo. is. 

River Heeds. By the Author of « Beatrice." Fcp. 

8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Sacred Memories : The Athanasian Creed, Metri- 
cally Paraphrased, and other Poems. By the Rev. Francis 
Phillott, M.A., S. John's College, Oxford. Crown Svo., 
3s. ; cloth, 38. 6d. 

SoNOs AND Ballads for Manufacturers. By 

the late Rev. J. M. Neale. 3d. 

The Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 

Dak^yne. Crown 8yo. 3s. 6d. 

" Commend themselves to the reader more by their sptritual Import, yet they 
are not wanting in passages of consideraUe force and beauty."— Juommjr Post, 

Sonnets and Verses, from Home and Parochial 

Life. By the Rev. H. K. Cornish. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 0d. 

The Solitary; or, a Lay from the West. With other 

Poems in English and Latin. By Mary Benn. l3mo. as. 6d. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New uid enlarged edition, fld. 

Winged Words. Poems, by A. H. 18mo. 28. 6d. 



BOOKS AT 2d. EACH. 

Annandale ; or, the Danger of Self- Confidence. A 

Welsh Tale. 

The Boy Martyr. A Tale of Norwich, a.d. 1137. 

The Brother's Sacrifice; or, a Soldier's Gene- 
rosity Rewarded. By Miss Bunhury. 

The Cat and her Kittens ; a Fable on Disobe- 
dience and Mischief. 
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TWOPEf4CE. 

The Child's Mission; a True Tale of the influence 

of a renr young and dying ChUd in the ConTenlon of her 
mother orom Sin to Holiness. 

Dishonesty, and the Loss of Character which follows 

it. By the Author of " The Conceited Pig." 

The Dumb Bot; showing how, though Dumb, he 

felt the influence of onr Holy Religion. By Selina Banbury. 

Edward Morris; a Tale of Cottage Life, fiy the 

late Rer. E. Monro. 

A Few Praters and a Few Words about Prater. 

By the Rer. F. B. Paget. 

How TO BE Useful and Happt ; a Few Words of 

Adyice, with Roles for a Toong Person. By the Rer. F. E. 
Paget. 

I AM SO Happt ; or, the Reward of Sorrow borne 

Religiously. By Miss Banbury. 



Little Stories for Little Children. 

CONTBNTS :— The Uttle Hen 
Sleep and Death; The Wooden 



CONTBNTS s— The Little Herd Boy ; The Sensible Elephant ; The Starling ; 

xienLeg; The Flowers, the Field, and the PearL 



The Little Laoe Girl; a Tale of Irish Industry. 

By the Author of ** The Conceited Pig." 

LuotFord; or, Hearing the Story of a Pilgrimage 
to the Holy Land. 

Mart Wilson; or, Self-Denial. A Tale for May-Day. 
Margaret Hunt; or, the Patient and Forgiying 

School-Girl. By the Author of " The Conceited Pig.*' 

Minnie Haslem ; or, the Benefit of haying Some- 
thing to do. 

Pattie Grahame; or, School Trials, Learning, and 

BencAts. 

The Ravens ; a Fairy Tale. By the Author of 

<*The Conceited Pig." 
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TWOPENCE. 

Rose Egunton ; or. The Stolen Child. By the late 

Ber. W. B. nower. 

The Sprained Angle; or, the Punishment of 

ForgetltdneM. B7 the Author of " The Conceited Pig.'* 

Stobt of a Pbomise that was Kept. 

Stobt of a Pbimbose ; wherein is shown the Results 
of Disobedience to ParentB, uid a Lesnn in Kindness is giren. 

The Stray Donkey ; a Lesson on Cruelty to Ani- 
mals. By a Donkey himself. 

Tale of a Tortoise, with its Adrentures; and 

A Stort or Kino ALraaD tbb Ghbat. 

The Two Sheep ; a Lesson from the Adventures of 

an Erring or Stray Sheep. 

William Dale ; or, The Lame Boy. 



BOOKS AT 8d. EACH. 

The Blind Curate's^hild. By Selina Bunbury. 

Daisy. By Selina Hancock. 

The Fairy Pera; or the Snowdrops. 

Qlimpse of the Unseen. 

Sampson the Fisherman, and his Son. By Selina 

Banbury. 

S. Andrew's Day ; or, the Brother's Influence. By 

the Author of " The Sunbeam." 

Two Christmas Eyes. 

Willie Morgan. A Tale for Good Friday. By a 

Clergyman's Daughter. 
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BOOKS AT 4d. EACH. 

The late Rev. J. M. NEALE, D.D. 
Ebigk's Gbaye ; or, How a faithful Kussian Servant 

laid down his life for his Master.— Thb Helmsman of Lakk 
Erik ; a Tale of American Couragre in a Bumingr Ship.— Thb 
Plaguk op 1005 AT Eyam, in Derbyshire, and how it was met. 

The Dream of S. Pebpetua, a Martyr of Car- 
thage { and Thb Cross of Constantinb. 

The Legend oi; S. Dobothea, Virgin and Martyr, 

of CKsarea. 

The Siege of Nisibis, and how Sapor, King of 

Persia, and his Host were overthrown by the Faith of its 
Bishop; and, Thb Death of Julian, the Apostate Emperor, 
A.D. 363, the fearful Tale of one who renouoced his Christian 
Faith. 

The Two Huts. An Allegory. 



The Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 
A Sunday Walk and a Sunday Talk ; or, How 

the Yatesholl Bpys enjoyed that Day. 

Beating the Bounds ; its Religious Meaning and 

Origin, as taught at Yateshull. 

Hallowmas Eye; or, a ConYersation on Old Church 

Legends and Customs. 

The Sinoebs; or, a Story for Boys in a Country 

Church Cboir. 

The Wake; or. How the Dedication Feast of 

Yateshull Church was kept. 

The Bonfibe; or. How the Fifth of NoYember 

was kept at Yateshull. 

The Pancake Bell ; its Origin and Meaning. 
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FOURPENCE. 

The late Bev. E. MONRO, M.A. 
The Cottaqb in the Lamb; or the Sad Effects of 

Indecision of Character. 

The Drunkabd's Boy; or, Goo's Help in Mis- 
fortune. 

The Railboad Boy; or. True Peace in Suffering. 
Annie's Grate ; or, More than Feeling required in 

True Religion. 

Robert Lee ; or, The Recruiting Party. 

Mary Cooper ; or. Choosing One's Own Path in Life. 

Dick, the Haymaker. 

Walter, the Convict. 

The Tale of a Cotton Gown. Manchester Life. 

The Bev. H. D. PEARSON. 

Hugh ; or, the Influence of Christian Art. 

Holy Stone; a Story of Two Penitents : showing 

what real Repentance is. 

Sibyl Marchant ; or. The Strengthening and Re- 
freshing of the Soul under Trials. 

Little Ruth Gray ; or, the Effect of a Good Ex- 
ample even by a Little Child. 

Old Oliyer Dale. 



Annie's Cross ; or, « I wish I was Goo's Child." 

A Tale. 
Annie Merton ; or, the Child of Mercy. By Selina 

Hancock. 

Amy, the Kino's Daughter. 
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FOURPBNOE. 
AUTTTMN AND SPBINO. 

Alice Paskes ; or» the Tea Drinking. By the Au- 
thor of '* Susan Carter/' ftc. 

The Boy Prince of Mebcia. A Tale of the 

Heptarchy. 

The Choristers of S. Mart's. A Legend of 

Cfaristma8.tide,A.D. drealUS. By W. B. Rockstro. 

The Chorister's Fall. 

A tale of a Chorister whose vanity led him to fall, but who was enabled to 
r^dce in the iUness which brought him to repentance. 

Consolation ; or, the Comfort of Interoessorv Prayer 

in Absence. By tiie Anther of * * Gentle InfLuence.*' 

Cornelie ; or, Self-will. By Selina Hancock. 
The Corner-stone. An account of the Laying 

the Fonndation-stone of a Chorch. 

A Day's Misfortunes, or Try Again ; or, the 

BeneUt of Fersereiance and Good Temper. By the late Rer. 
W. B. Flower. 

A Day's Pleasube; or, the Consecration of the 

District Church. By the Author of <* Sosan Carter." 

The Ebbob Cobbected; or, the Faithful Priest. 

By Henry Shirl^ Bnnbury. 

A »tory of tiie union between Saxons and Nofmans. 

Ellen Meybigk ; a Story on False Excuses. By 
the Bev. W. E. H^gate. 

Eve Godshabke. By Selina Hancock. 

The Fatheb's Hope ; or, the Wanderer Returned. 

By the Author of " Going Abroad.*' 

Gabbiel's Dbeam and Waking. By the Author 

of ** The Chamois Hunter,*' " The Cross-bearer," ftc. 
Geobge Malings ; or, the Sunday Truant. By the 

Author of «< Susan Carter,'* " The Secret," <* Old Betty," ftc. 



78, JVmo Bond 8tr§ti. 35 



FOURPENCE. 

Habold. a Ghost Story with a Moral. By the 

Author of " The little Gardeners.'* 

Island Ghoib ; or, the Children of the Child Jesus. 
John Bobton; or, a Word in Season. By Mrs. 

J. S. HenBlow. 
KiTTY-ScBANNlNG. A Tale for London Boys. 

Legend of the Land of Flies. 

Legend of S. Chbistopheb. 

Little Maby; or, the Captain's Gold Ring. By 

Selina Bunbory. 

The Little Minebs ; a Fairy Tale of an Explosion 

in a Mine. By the Bev. W. Gresley. 

The Lost One Found. A true Story of the Bap- 

tlnn and Holy Death of a Yonng Girl. 

Lily of the Valley. By F. B. 
Little Walteb, the Lame Chobisteb. 

A tale, to show the great Importance of each one's individnal example for 
grood or for erO. 

My Dbeam. a true account of a Dream of the 
Heavenly Jerusalem, with the lesson of purity in heart, 
needed for all to see God. 

Memobial of Elizabeth A . 

Memoib of Helen Inolis. 

Miss Peck's Adventubes ; or, the folly of going 

out of our own sphere of Duty. By the Author of " The Con- 
ceited Pig:." 

Miss Chbsteb's Wobk. By F. A. H. 

OuB Little Kathleen. By Selina Hancock. 

Pay Next Week. By Anna B. F. Leigh Spencer, 

author of *' The Co- Heiress of Willing^ham.** 
Pebseverance. a Tale for Working Girls. 



36 Published by Joseph Moitert 8f Co,, 

FOURPKNC£. 

The Paide of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 
Rags and Tatteeeu By the Author of " Everley." 

Ruth Digb y. By the Author of " Trevenan Court," 
&c. 

The Seceet ; 'a Tale of Christmas Decorations.' 
By the Author of " Susan Carter." 

Strength and Weakness. By Nona Bellairs. 

" A pretty Story of Factory Life, ezhibitiDjr what may be done by kind and 
zealous ministerial watchfulness and superintendence."— C/rrtra/ youmal. 

Upward and Onward. A Story for Girls. 

Willie Grant ; or, Honesty is the Best Policy. A 
Tale of the Fidelity and Reward of a Lad in very humble life. 

The Young Anglers of Vichy. By the Author 

of ** Willie Grant } or. Honesty is the best Policy." 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 



BOOKS AT 6d. EACH. 

Angels. By Mrs. Stone, author of " God's Acre." 
Ben's Angel. By the Author of "Neddie's Care;" 

" Tiny PoUie's Ups and Downs," &c. 

Betty Corn well and her Grandchildren; or, 

the Path of Obedience. 

Bishop's Visit. By the Author of the " Bishop's 

little Daughter." 

Charley's Trip to the Black Mountain. 
Charlotte Drew's Pinch. 

A tale for little skirls, on the fatal effects of the first step in disobedience to 
parents, and of choosing; bad companions at school. 

Easy Tales for Little Children. With En- 
gravings, and in Large l>pe. 

John's Disobedience ; Fanny's Birthday ; Little Mary's Fall ; Susan's Cross 
Behaviour ; The Lost Child ; The Tom Frock ; &c. 

Edna Grant ; or. Never Lonely. 
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Ellen Ashton ; or, the Light of Christ's Love. 

By C> u> Bit 

The Eveblastino Hills ; an Allegory. 

The Fair and the Confirmation; a Lesson to 

thoaghtless Tillage girls on lightly treating Goo's holy 
ordinance. 

The Foundling; a Tale of the Times of S. Vincent 

de Paul. 

The Force of Habit ; or, the Story of Widow 

Monger. By F. C. Leflroy. 

The Garden in the Wilderness ; or, the Church 

of Cr aiST in the midst of the World. An Allegory. 

George Foster, the Page. By the Author of 

" Susannah.'* 

George Turner, the London Apprentice; or, 

'Tis Good to be Honest and True. 

Honor Delafont ; a true Tale of a Mother's Prayer, 

and its Answer. By^the Author of '* Sunsetting." 

Joey ; or, the Story of an Old Coat. By the late 

Rev. E. Monro. 

Jot in Duty, By the Author of " The Master of 

Churchill Abbots, and his little Friends," and " Play and 
Earnest." 

Legend of Golden Water, 

Little Stories for Little Children. With 

Engravings, and in large T^e. 

Mary Mansfield; or, the Life and Trials of a 

Country Girl. 

Mercy Downer ; or Church and Chapel. Wrapper. 
The Mirrors; a Story for Children. 

A story of a little Girl, who was tauf^ht by our LORD'S parables to see things 
eternal, of which all thii^ here are but the pictures or emblems. 
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Millie's Joubnal. Edited by the Author of ** Gentle 

Inflaence." 

Is the plain unvarnished Narrative, or Journal, of a younff and well edu- 
cated English Girl, who accompanied her family into the Far west. Macomb. 
Illinois, U.S. 

Midsummer Eye. By the late Hev. E. Monro. 

A tale of the fidell^ of a yovmg girl to the daughter of her mistress, and of 
her influence for gooa on the father and others. 

The Mystebt of Mabkino; or, Christian Respon- 
sibility. By the Right Rev. R. Milman, Bishop of Calcutta. 

An Allegory for School Girls, teaching them how to work out the Pattern of 
our LORD and SAVIOUR in themselves. 

Nanny : a Sequel to "Harry and Archie." By the 
late Rev. E. Monro. 

Nelly Upton's Trials ; or, The Hidden Path. By 

the Author of" Strength and Weakness," &e. 

Neveb Too Late to Mend ; or, the Two Fortune 

Tellers. By the Author of " WiUie Grant.'* 

A tale for village girls, of encouragement to persevere in the course of tme 
religion, and to mid In that the best way to be useftil and happy. 

The Neglected Opportunity. 

Nine Shillings a Week; or^ How Rachel Down 

kept House. 

Old Betty. A Sketch from Real life. In two parts, 

6d. each. 

An Old Woman's Stoby ; or, Trust in Trial. By 

Nona Bellairs. 

The Path of Life. By the Author of the " Seven 

Corporal Works of Mercy." 

Peter Noble the Royalist. An Historical Tale 

of the 17th Century. By the Aathor of "The Apple Blossom." 

Phiup Bezant; or, Is Revenge Sweet? By the 

Author of " Likes and Dislikes." 

The Post-office Window ; being a Tale of the 

Night School. By the Author of ** Likes and Dislikes." 
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The Precious Stones of the King's House: 

an AUegary founded on Holy Scripture. 

Rachel Ashburn ; a Story of Ileal Life. By the 

Author of " Hany and Walter." 

Ready and Desirous; or, A Lent's Lessons. Se- 
cond Edition. 

Recollections of a Soldier's Widow. 

A true tale; related as told by the Widow herself. She followed the for- 
tunes of the ii6th Regiment for eferen years of fatigue, danger, and death, at 
Copenhagen, Corunna, and Barossa. 

The Seven Corporal Works of Merct. Id a 

Packet, or cloth. 

The Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. In a 

Packet, or cloth. 

The Shepherds of Bethlehem: a Story of the 

Nativity of our Lord. 

Sister's Care ; or, How a very young girl took care 

of her little orphan sister. By the Author of " Michael the 
Chorister.'* 

Stories on the Lord's Prayer. By the Author 

of "Amy Herbert.** 

Susan Spellman : a Tale of the Trials she met with 

in the SUk Mills at Horton. 

Sunset Reverie; an Allegory: in which Mirth 

and Earnest pass throu^rh the trials of his world. 

SuNSETTiNG ; or. Old Age in its Glory. A story of 
happiness, peace, and contentment. 

The Threefold Promise and the Threefold 

Blbssino. Published in aid of the Funds of the Mission 
Church, S. George in the East, London. 

Trebursaye School ; or, the Power of Example. 

A Story for Choristers and Schoolboys. 



40 Published by Joseph Masters Sf Co. 

SIXPENCE. 

The Two Bibthdays, and other Tales. A paek€t 

of Six Reward Books. B7 the Author of " Harold, a QhoBt 
Story with a Moral." 

The Twins. A Tale of Warning to Boys ; showing 

the misery caused by siting way to angry and unkind temper. 

The Two Friends; or, Charley's Escape. 

A tale of the influence of a good companion, and the warning of liis sudden 
death. 

The Vicar's Quest. By Ada Cambridge. 
Willie Collins and the Pony Frosty. By 

B. B. B. 

YouNO Churchman's Alphabet. The leading 

events of our Lord*h Life, illustrated in verse, with an 
engraving to each letter. 

The Young Soldiers, or, the Double Birthday; 

and other Tales. In a Packet, or cloth. 
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